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TRAGEDIE OF 
AERO. 


A dus Primus. 5 


Enter Petronius, Arbyter , Antonins , Honoratus. 
Petronins, ) 


Vſh, take the Wench 
I ſhowed thee now, or olſe ſome other ſeeke; 
W hat can your choller no way be allay'd? 
Bat with Imperiall titles? 
Will you more titles unto Ceſar give? 
Amo. Great are thy fortunes Nero, great thy power, 
Thy Empire limited with natures beunds ; 
Vpon thy ground the Sunne doth ſet, and riſe ; 
The day, and night are thine: 
Nor can the Planets wander where they will: 
See that proud Earth, that feares not ¶ æſars name, 
Vet nething of all this, I envie thee ; 
But her, to whom the World, unforc't, obayes, 
W hoſe eyes more worth then all it lookes upon: 
In hom, all beauties Nature hath encloſ d, : 
That through the wide Earth, or Heaven are diſpol d. 
Petro. Indeed ſhe, ſteales and robs each part o th world, 
With borrowed beauties to enflame thine eye A 
The Sea, to fetch her Pearle;isdiv'd into, 
The Diamond rocks are cut, to make her ſhine 
g A A 3 To 
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To plume her pride, the Birds doe naked ſing 
When my tube, in a homely gowne. = 

Ast. 2 . 

Petro. I, homely in her gowne, 
But looke upon her face, and that's ſet out 
Wich no ſmall grace, no vayled ſhaddowes helpe ; 
Foole; that hadſt rat her with falſe lights and dar ke 
Beguiled be, then ſee the ware thou buyeſi? 


Peppes royally attended, and paſſe over the 
8 coin State. 
Ant. Great Qaeene, whom natur e made to be her glory. 
Fortune got eyes, and came to be thy ſervant, 
Honour is proud to be thytidle; Though 
Thy beauties doe draw up my ſoule; yer ſtill, 
So bright, ſo glorious is thy Majeſtie, 
That it beates dovene againe my climbing thoughts. 
Petro. Why true; 
And other of thy blindneſſes thou ſeeſt, 
Such one to love thou dar il not ſpeake unto. 
Give me a wench,thit will be caſily had, 
Not wo. d vvith coſt ; And. being ſent for, comes, 
And when 1 have her folded in mine armes, 
Then Cleopatra ſhe, or Lucres is: 
Ile give her any title. 
Ante. Vet not ſo much her greatneſſe and eſtate 
My hopes diſhearten, as her chaſtitie. 
Pet. Chaſtitie, foole : a vvord not knowne in Courts: 
Well may it lodge in meane, and Country homes, 
W here pouerty, and labour kecpes them downe, 
Short ſleepes, and hands made hard with Tbaſcan Wooll. 
But never comes to great mens Pallaces, 
W here eaſe, and riches, ſtirring thoug es beget, 
Provob ing meats, and ſurfet wines luflames: 
Where a there letting forth's but to be woed, 
And woed they woul4 not bee, but to be wonne. 
Will one man ſerve Poppea? Nay thou ſhale 
Make her, as ſoone contented with an eye. 


The Tragedie of Nero. 
Ninphiduu to them. 


Ni. While ſt Nero, in the ſtreets his Pageants ſhewes, 
I, to his faire wives chamber ſent for am. 
You gracious Starres that ſmiled in my birth, 
And thou bright ſtarre more powerfull then them all, 
W hoſe fayouring ſmiles have made me what Iam, ; 
Thou ſhalt my God, my Fate, and fortune be, Exit Nim- 
Am. How ſawcely yon fellow. 
Enters the Emprefle chamber... 
Pet, I, and ex too? Ante knoweft thou him 
Ant. What? know the onely favorite of the Court? 
Indeed, not many dayes agoe thou mighteſt 
Have not unlawfolly asked that queſtion. 
Pet. Why? is he raif'd ?- 
Aut. That have I ſought in him, 
But never piece of good deſert could find : 
He is Nimphidis's ſonne, the free d woman, 
Which baſeneſſe to ſhake off, he nothing hath 
But his owne pride. | 
Pet. Vou remetuber, when Gala, Calſiu, 
And others too, though now forgotten, were 
Great in Poppeas eyes. 
Ant. I doe, and did enterpret it in them: 
An honourable favour, ſhe bare vertue, 
Or parts like vertue. 
Pet. The cauſe is one of theirs, and this mans grace, 
I once was great in — — of Court, 
I fell becaule I knew : Since have I given 
My time to my owne pleaſures, and would now 
Adviſethce too to meane and lafe delights : 
The thizh's as (oft the ſheepes backe covereth, 
A: that with crimſon, and with gold adorn'd d: 
Yet cauſe I (ce,that thy reftrain'd deſires, 
Cannot their one way chuſe, come thou with me, 
perhaps Ile ſhe y thee meanes of remedle. 


* 


Favour, 


T 


The Tragedie of Nero, 
Two Rewan: at ſeverall dootes, 


1. Row, W hither ſo faſt man ? whither ſo faſt? 
2. Row, W kither ? but where your cares doe lead you; 
To Neres Triumphs, and the ſhouts you heare. 
1. Row. Why? comes he crown'd with Parthian ouerthrow, 
And brings he Volt gaſus with him chain d? 
2. Row, Parthian overthrowꝰ why. he comes crown'd 
For Victories Which never Roman wonne; 
For having Greece in her owne arts overthrowne; 
In Singing,Dancing,Horſe-race,Stage-playing. - 
Never,O Rome had never ſuch a Prince. 
I. Rem. Yet I have heard : our anceſtors were crown'd 
For other Victorics. 
2. Rem, None of our anceſtors, were cre like him. Mithin 
Nero, Apollo, Nero, Hercules 
1. Rows, Hearke, how th applauding ſhouts do cleare thiayre, 
This Idle talke will make me looſe the fight. | 


Two Romances more to them, 


3 Rom, Whither goe you? alls done ich Capital, 
And Nero, having there his tables hung, 
And garlands up, is to the Pallace gone. 
"Twas beyond wender; I ſhall never ſee, 
Nay, I ne ver looke to ſee the like againe, 
Eightec ne hundred and eight Crownes 
For ſeverall victories and the place ſet downe 
Where, and in what, and whom he overcame. 
4 Row. That was ſet downe I th tables, that were borne. 
Vpon the Souldiers ſpeares. 
t Rom, O made, and ſometimes vs d to other ends! 
2 Rem. But did he winne them all with finging? 
3 Rem. Faith all with ſinging, and with ſtage· play ing. 
1 Row, So many Crownes got with a ſong | ie 
4 Rem. But, did you marke the Greeke Muficia'is 
Behind his Chariot, hanging downe their heads? Pp 
Nen Sham 


Ws 


thin 


yre, 
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Sham' d, and orecome in their proſe ſfone, 
O Rome was hever honout d ſo be fore. 
3. Rom, But, hat was he that rode ith' Chariot with him? 
4. Rom, That was Diadora the Minſtrell, that he ſavours. 
3. Kom. Was there ever ſuch a Prince? 
2. Rom. O Nero Auguſta the true Au guſtus. 
3. Rem. Nay, had you ſcene him as he rode along, 
With an O/ympicke Crowne upon his head, 
And with a P«hian on his arme; you would have thought, 
Looking on one, he had Ae ſeemm'd, 
On th'other Hercules. 
2. Row. I have heard my father oft repeat the Triumphs, 
Which in Auguſtus Ceſar: times were ſhowne, 
Vpon his Victorie ore the [liriang, 
But it ſeemes it was not like to this. | 
3. & 4. Rom, Puſh,it could not be like this. 
2. 3. & 4. O Nero, Apollo, Nero, Hercmler. 
Exeumt. 2. 3. & 4. Rom. 
Mauet Prim. 
1. Rom, Whether eAnguſtz Triumph greater was 
I cannot tell; his Triumphs cauſe I now 
Was greater farre,and farre more honourable. 
What are we People ? or our flattering voices, 
That alwayes ſhame, and fooliſh things applaud 
Having no ſparke of ſoule; All cares and eyes, 
Pleas'd with vaine ſhowes, deluded by our ſenſes, | 
Still enemi-s to wiſedome, and to goodneſſe. exit. 
Euter Nee, Neppea, . igelinns, Eyapre. 
ditus, Neopbytue, and others, 
Nero, Now faire Peppea, ſee thy Nero ſhine 
In bright Achaias ſpoyles, and R ame in him. 
The ¶ apitol hath other Trophies ſcene 
Then it was wont; Not ſpoyles with blood bedu'd, 
Or the unhappy obſequies ot Death: 
But ſuch is 2. cunning,not his force, 
Hath wrung from Greeee ; too bragging of her art, 
Tigel. And in this ſtrife, the glorics all your owne, 
Your Tributes cannot ſhare this 2 with you; 


So ſtroo ed India with wonder 
As Nerees $lorics did the Greckiſh Townes 
Els and Pia, ind the rich AMicaxe, 


Tuneian Argos, 


Poppea, . yer Greckiſh journey, we doe heare 
Itbent, the two eyes of Greece 

Neither beheld your perſon, nor your skill; 

Whether, becauſe they did afford no games, 

Or for their too much gravitie. TY 


Nero Why? what 
. 


Sparta, and oA 


Should I have ſeene in them? but in th 
Hunger, blacke pottage, and men hot to die, 


Thereby to rid t 


And what in th other ? but ſhort Capes, long Beards, 
Much wrangling.in things needleſſe to be knowne, 
Wiſedome in words, and only auſtere faces. 
Iv vill not be Aicceluum, nor Solon. | 
Nero was there, v here he might honour vvinne, 
And honour hath he w brought from Greece, 
Thoſe ſpoiles which never Roman could obtaine 

Spoyles won by wit, and Trephyes of his skill. 
Nin. Whatathing he makes it to be a Minſtril. 
Pes. Le. your wit, my Lord, that choſe ſuch ſafe 
Honors, ſafe ſpoyles, won without duſt or blood. 

Ners, What mocke ye me Poppea * 


The Trapedie of Nero, 
Here your Centurion have no part ut all, 
Bootleſſe your Armies, and your Eagles were: 
No Navies helpt, to bring away this conquelt- 5 

Nim, Even Fortunes ſelfe, Fortune the Queene of Kingdoms 
(That Wars grim valour graceth with her dceds,) 
Will claime no portion in this Victory. : 

Nero. Not Bacchs:,drawne from Niſa downe with Tigers, 
Curbing with viny raines, the ir vviltull heads, 
W hil'ſt ſome doogape upon his Iuy Thirſe. 
Some, on the dangling grapes, that Crowne his head, 
ſe his beautie, and continuing youth; 


yet Corinth proud 
Of her two Seas ; all which ore- come, did yeeld 
To me their praiſe, and priſes of their games. 


— — — 


elves of milery : 


Poppea, 
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Poypes, Nay,in good faith my Lord, l ſpeake in carne, 
I — her die, and adv enturons crew, 
That goe to looſe their owne,to purchaſe, but 
The breath of others, and the common yoyce, 
Them that will loſe their hearing for a ſound ; 
That by death onely, ſeeke ro get a living) - 
Make skartes their beauty, and count loſſe of Limmes 
The commendation of a proper man, 
And ſo, goe halting to immortalitie: 
duch fooles l love worſe then they doe their lives. 
Nero, But now Peppea having layd apart 
Our boaſtfull ſpoyles, and oruaments of Triumph. 
Come we like [ove from Phlegra 
Poppea, O Gyant-like comparilon. 
Nero, When after all his Fiers and wandring darts, 
He comes to bath himſelfe in Ian Eyes: | 
But thou, (then wrangling Jane) farre mcrefaire, 
Stayning the evening beautie of the Sie, 
Or the dayes brightn: ſſe; ſhalt make glad thy Ceſar, 
Shalt make him proud ſuch beauties to Inioy: rennt. 


Manet Niphidius ſolus. 


Nimp hi. Such beauties to injoy, were happineſſe, 
And a te ward ſuiticient in it ſelte, 
Although no other end, or hopes were aim d at: 
But I have other; Tis not Poppeas armes, 
Nor the ſhort pleaſures of a wanton bed, 
That can extinguiſh mineaſpiring thirſt - 
To Neroes Crowne ; by her love I muſt climbe, 
- Her bed is but a ſtep unto his Throne, ; 
Already, wiſe men laugh at him, and hate him; 
The people, though his Minſtrelſie doth pleaſe them 
They feare his Crueltie, hate his exactions, 
W hich, his need, ſtill, muſt force him to eucteaſe· 
The multitude, V hich cannot one thing long 
Like, or —— 440 with vanitie, p 
Will hate their owae delights,tbough Wiſcdeme doe hot. 
Even wearinefle,a length, will give them eye, 
2 


Thus 


| rie Trageaic of Nero, 
Thus I by Neroes and Poppeas avout, 

Rais'd to the envious height of ſecoud place, 

May gaine the firſt : Hate muſt ſtrike Nero dowuc, 

Love make Nimphidine way unte a Crowne. Exit, 


Enter Seneca, Sceninus Lacan and Flanins, 
Sceu. His firſt beginning was bis fachers death, 
His brotkers poyſoning, and wives bloody end 
Came next, his mothers murder clos'd up all: 
Vet hitherto he was but wicked, when 
The guilt of greater evills,*00ko away the ſhame 
Of lefler,and did headlong thruſt him forth, 
To be the ſcorne, and laughter tothe World; 
Then firſt an Emperour came upon the Stage, 
And ſurg to pleaſe Carmen, and Candle · ſellers, 
And learnt to act, to dance, to be a Fencer, 
And in deſpight o'th Majeſtic of Princes, 
He fell to wraſtling, and was ſoyld with duſt, 
And tumbled en the Earth wich ſervile hands. 
Seneca. He ſometimes trayncd was in better ftudics, 
And had a Child-hood promiy'd other hopes; 
High fortunes, like ſtrong winds do trie their veſſels. 
Was not. the Race, and Theater bigge enough, 
To have inclos d thy follies here at home? 
O could not Rems and Italie containe 
Thy ſhame ? but thou muſt croſſe the Seas to ſnew it ? 
Sceu, And make them that had wont to ſee our Conſuls, 
With conquering Eagles waving in the field; 
Inſtead of that, be hold an Emperor dancing, 
Playing oth'ſtage, and what elſe, but to name 
Were infamie. 
Lucan, O Mummine O Flamenins ; 
Lou, whom your Vertues have not made more famous 
Then Nerees vices; Yeu went ors to Greece, 
But t'other yvarres,and brought home other conqueſts. 
You Corinth, and Micems overthrew; * 
And Porſans ſelfe,the great Achilles race 
Orecame ; having Quas ſtayned Teimples. 


And 
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And your ſlaine anceſtors of Troy reveng d. 
> - Sexec, They ſtroue with Kings, and kinglike aduerſarics, 
Were even in their enemies mide happic ; 

The Macedonian Courage tryed of old, 

And the new greatneiſe of the vi power: 

But he for Plalip, and Antiochm, 

Hath found more esfie enemies to deals with, 

Tur puus, Pammenes anda rout of Fidlers. 

Scenin, W by all the begging Mynftrills by the way, 

He tocke along with him, and fore d to ſtrive 

That he might overcome imagining 

Himſelfe immortall by ſuch victories. 

Flævi. The men he carried over were enough 

I' have put the Ptbian to l is tecomd flight 

Or the proud Indian, taught t he Roman yoke. 

Scenin : But they were Neroes men, like Neyo arm d 

With Lutes, and Harp, and Pipes, and Fidale · caſes; 

Souldiers co ch ſhadow train d, and not the field. (worthy. 
Flani. Therefore they brought ſpoyles of (ach Souldi-rs 
Lacan. But to throw downe the wailes and gates of Rome, 

To make an entrance for an Hobby-horſe; 

To vaunt to'th people his ridiculous fpoyles z 

Tocome with Lawrell,and with Olives crown'd, 

For having beene the worſt of all the Singers, 

Is beyond Patience - 

Scenin, I and anger too, 

Had you but ſeene im in his Chariot ride. 

That Chariot in which Aug»fw late 

His Triumphs ore ſo many Nations ſhew'd, , 

And with him in the tame a Minſtrel! plac'd, 

The whil'ſt the people running by his fide, 

Hayle thou O lympicke Conquerosr did cry, 

O haile thou Pithian,and did fill the skic 

With ſhame, and voices, Heaven would not have heard: 

Sencc. I ſaw t, but turn d ay my Eyes, and Eares, 

Angrygthey ſhould be privie to ſuch ſights. 

W hy doe | ſtand relating ef the ſtory, [50 

Which in the doing had enough to grieve me ? 

B 3 Tel 
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Tell op, and end the tale, yon, w hot it pleaſeth ;+ 
Mee mine owne forrovy ſtops from further ſpeaking, 
Nero, my lcve doth make thy fault, and my grieſe greater. 
Scenin, I doe commend in Sexecethis paſſion ; (ex Sew, 
And yer me thinkes our Countries miſer ie, | 
Doth at cur hands crave ſomewhat more then teares, 
Luca, Pittie, thought dotha kind affection ſhow, 
(If ir end thete jour Weakeneſſe makes us know. 
Flaui, Let children weepe, and men ſeeke remedie. 
Sceni. Stoutly, and like a Souldier, Flanius: 
Yet to ſecke remedy to a Princes ill. 
Seldome, but it doth the Phiſitian kill. 
Flaui. And if it doe Scenizns,it ſhall take 
But a devoted ſoule from Flauius, 
W ᷑bich, to my Country, and the Gods of Rome, 


Already ſacred is, and given away, 


Death is no ſtranger unto me, I haue 
The doubtfull h1zard in tvve lue battailes throwne, 
My chance was life. | 
Luca. Why doe we goe to fight in Britanic? 
And end our lives under another Sunne? 
Secke cauſclefle dangers out? the German might 
Enioy his Woods, and bis ov vne Allis drinke, _ 
Yet we vvalke ſafely inthe ſtreets of Rome: 
Bodinca hinders not, but we might live, 
W hom, we doe hurt; Them we call enemies, 
And thoſe our Loi ds that ſpoyle,and murder us. 
Sceuin. Nothing is hard to them that dare to dic. 
This Noble reſolution in you Lords, 
Heartens me to diſcloſe ſome thoughts that 1 
The matter is of waight and dangerous. 
Luca. I ſee you feare us Sceniuut. 
Sceui. Nay, nay, although the thing be full ef feaxe. 
Flaui. Tell it to faithfull Eares, hat ere it bee. 
Sceni. Faith let it goe, it will but trouble us, 3 
Bec hurtfull to the ſpeaker,and the bearer, 
Z#ca, It our long friendſhip,or the opinion. 
Scemir. Why fhould I fears to tell them > 


Li 
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Why'is henot a Parricide,z Player ? . 

Nay Luca is ha not thjns Encmie ? 

Hate not the Heaven&,as well, as men, to ſee 

That condemu d head: and yo © righteous Gods 
Whither ſo ere you now are fled, and will 

No more looke downe upon th oppreſſed Barth; 

O ſeyere anger of the higheſt Gods, 

And thou ſterne power, to whom the Greeks aſſigno 
Scourges, and [words to puniſh proud mens wrongs, 
If you be more then names found out to awe us, 
And that wee doe not vainely build you altars, 

Aid that juſt arme, that's bent to execute 

What you ſhoauld doe. 


Lacan, Stay, y are carried too much avvay Sceninns. 
Sceui. Why, what will ycu ſay for him? hath he not 


Sought to ſuppreſſe your Poem, to bereaue 
That honour every tongue in duty paid it. 
Nay, what can you ſay for him, hath he not 


Broacht his owne wiues (a chaſt wives) breaſt, and torne 


With Scithian hands his Mothers bowels up, 

The Inhoſpitable Caucaſiu is milde: 

The More that, in the boyling deſert,ſeckes 

With blood of ſtrangers to imbrue his jawes 

Vpbraides the Roman, now with barbarouſnefſe. 
Lucas. Lou are tos carneſt, 

I neither can, nor will I ſpeake for him: 

And, though he ſought my learned paynes to wrong. 

I late him not for that, My verſe ſhall live 

When Neroes body ſhall be throwne in Tiber, 

And times to come ſhall bleſſe thoſe wicked armes; 

I love th'unnaturall wounds, from whence did low 

Another (ria,a new Helicon, 


I hate him that he is Rormes cucmie, 
An enemie to vertue; fits on high 
Io ſhame the ſeate ; And in that hate my life, 
And blood, lle mingle on the earth with yours. 
| Flaw, My deeds Scewinus ſhall ſpeake my conſent. 
Icend. Tis anſwerd, a8 Il okt for, Noble Poet. 


Worthy 
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Worthy the double Lawrellz Flats. 
Good lucke I ſee, doth vertuous meanings ayde,. 

And therefore have the Heavens forborne their dutics, 
To grace our ſwords with glorious blood of Tycants. 

| Find Adu Primi, 


Enter Potronius Solus. 


ECrcom. 
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Attus Secundus. 
Enter Petrenius Solus, 


H Ere waites Poppea her Nimpbidius comming, 

; And hath this garden, aud theſe walles choſc out, 
To bieſſe her with more pleaſures then their ou ne 
Not only Arras hangings,and filke beds 
Are guilty of the faults we blame thom far 
Somewhat theſe Arbors, and you trees do know, 

W hil't your kind ſhades, you to theſe night ſports ſhow: 
Night ſports? Faith,they are done in open day, 
And the Sunne ſce'ch,and cavieth their play. 
Hither have I Love-licke A brought, 
And thruſt him on occaſion fo long ſought : 
Shewed him the Empre ſſe in a thicket by, 

Her loves approach waiting with greedie eye; 
And told him, if he ever meant to prone, . 

The doubtfull iflue of his hopeleſſe Love; 

This is the place, and time whercin to try it, 
Women will heare the ſuite, that will deny it. 
The ſuit's not hard. that ſhe comes for to take; 
Who (ho: in luſt of men) dot h difference make d 
At laſt, loath, willing co her did he pace ; 

Arme him Priapus, with thy powerfull Mace, 

Burt ſee, they comming are; how they agree 
Here wilt I — eas me gentle tree. 


\ Enter Poppeaand Antonin. 


Aus. Secke not to grieve that heart which isthing owne, 


— 


In 
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In Loves ſweete fires,let heate of rage burne out; 
Theſe browes could neuer yet to wrinkle learne, 
Nor anger out of ſuch faire eyes proceed. 
Poppea. You may ſolicite your preſumptuous ſuits; 
You dutie may, and ſhame too layd aſide, 
Diſturbe my privacies,and I for ſooth, 
Muſt be afeard even to be angry at you. 

Anto, What ſhame ist to be maſtred by ſuch beauty? 
Who, but to ſerve you, comes, how wants he dutic ? 
Or it it be a ſhame, che ſhame is yours; 

The faalt is onely in your eyes, they drew me; 

Cauſe you were lovely, therefore did I love: 

O, it to love you, anger you ſo mach, 

You ſhould not haue ſuch cheekes, nor lips to touch, 

You ſhould not have your ino w, nor currall ſpi'd : 

If you but looke onus, in vaine you chide, 

We mult not ſee your face, nor heare your ſpeech : 

Now, whilſt you Love forbid, you Love doe teach. 
Pet. He doth better then I thought he would. 

Pop. I will notlearne my beauties worth of you, 
I know you neither are the firſt nor greateſt 
Whom it hath mov'd : He whom the World obayes 
Is fcar'd with anger of my threatning Eycs. 

It is for you afarre off toadore it, 

And not to reach at it with ſawſic hands. 

Feare, is the Love that's due to Gods and Princes. 
Pet. All this is but to edge his appetite. 

Ant. O doe not ſee thy faire in that falſe glaſſe 

Of outward difference; Looke inte my heart, 

There, ſhalr thou ſee thy ſelfe, Inthroned (et 

In greater Majeſtie, then all the Pompe 

Of Rome, or Nero; Tis not the crowching awe, 

And Ceremony, with which we flatter Princes, 

That can to Loves true duties be compar'd. 

Pop. Sir, let me goe, or Ile make knowne your Loue 
To them, that ſhall require it, but with hate. 

Pet. On, on, thou haſt the goale, the fort is beaten, 
Women are won when they W to threaten. 


— — 
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eAno. Your Nobleneſſe doth warrant me for that, 
Nor nc ed you othergbelpe to puniſh me, 
Who by your forehead amcondem'd or free, 
They, that to be reveng d do bend their mind, 
Sceke alwayes te compence, in that ſame kind 
The wrong was done them; Love was mine offencc, 
In that revenge, in that ſeeke recompence, 
Petp. Further to anſwere, will ſtillcauſe replies, 
And thoſe as ill doe pleaſe me, as your ſelfe: 
If you le an anſwere take, that's briefe and true, 
I hate my ſelfe, If I be lov d of you. exit Popp. 
Petre. What gone? but ſhe will come againe ſure, no; 
It paſſeth eleane my cunning, all my rules; 
For Womens vvantonncſſe there is no rule. 
To take her in the itching of her Luft, 
A propper yong man putting foorth himſelfe? 
W hy fate; There's Fate and hidden providence 
In codpiece matters. 
Ante. O unhappie Man, 
W hat comfort have I now Petroniu. 
Pet, Counſell your ſelte, lle teach no more but learn. 
Ant, This comfort yet ; he ſhall not ſo eſcape, 
W ho cauſeth my diſgrace, Nimpbidius, 
W hom had I here. Well, for my true hearts lcue 
I ſee ſhce hates me; And ſhall I love one 
That hates me; and beſtowes what I deſerue 
Vpon my sivall ? no, Farewell Poppes, 
Farewell Poppea, and farewell all Love; 
vet thus much ſhall it ſtill preyaile in me, 
That I will hate Nswphladins for thee. 
Pet, Farewell to her, to my Gant he welcome, 
Who, now, will to my burning kiſſes Roope, 
Now, with an eaſie crueltie den'e, 
That, which ſhe, rather then the asker, would 
Have forced from her, then begins her ſelfe. 
There loves, that liſt, upon great Ladies ſet; 
*I till will love the Wench that J can get. 
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Enter Nero,Tigellinne Eyaphroditiu 

| | and Neophilus. 

Nero, T'sgellinns ſaid the villaine Procuime 
I was throwne downe in running ? 

Tigel. My Lord, he ſaid that you were crcowi d for that 
You could not doe. a 
- Nero, For that I could not doe? 
Why, £ ſaw me dot, and do't with wonder 
Of all the Judges, and the lookers on: 
And yet to (ce; A villaine ? could not dot? 
Who did it better? I warrant you he ſaid 
from the Charriot fell againſt my will. 

T igel. He ſaid my Lord, you were throwne out of it, 
All cruſh'c,and maim d, and almoſt bruiſ d to death. 

Nero. Malicious Rogue, when I fell willingly, 
To ſhow of purpoſe, with what little hurt 
Might a good rider beare a forced fall. 
How ſayeſt thou? Tige/linws, I am (ure 
Thou haſt in driving as much skill as he. 

Tigel, My Lord, you greater cunning fhew'd in falling, 
Then had you fate. 

Nero. I know I did; or bruiſed in my fall? 
Hart? [ proteſt I felt no griefe a its | 
Goc Tigellinus, fetch the villaines head, 
This makes me ſee his heart in other things ? 


Fetch me his head, he nere ſhall ſpeake againe. Exit Tiga 


W hat doe we Princes differ from the durt, 

And baſeneſſe of the common multitude, 

If to the ſcorne of each malicious tongue 

We ſubject are: For that I had no 8kill ; 

Not he,thathis farre famed daughter ſer 

A priſe to Victory, and had bin crown'd 

Witch thirteene Sutors deaths, till he at length 
24 —— —— — — fell, 
(Shoulder eac t Pelops glorying in his ſyoyles, 
Could with more ck his — iy 


Even as a Barke,that thr ough the moving Flood, 
2 


* 


Her 
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Her linnen wingt, and the ſore tyre dos beare, 
The Billowes fome, ſhe ſmoothly outs them through: 
So paſt my burnivg Axeltree along, 
The people follow with their eyes and voice, 
And now the wind doth ſce it ſelfe outrun, 
And the Clouds wonder to be left behind; 
Whilſt the voydayre is fil'd with noyſe and dynne, 
And Neroes name doth beate the braſen Skie, 
Inpiterenvying,loath doth heare my praiſe : 
Then there greene bowes,and Crownes of Olue wreath's 
The Conquerors prayſc,they give me as my due, 
And'yet this Rogue faith, no, we have no skill. 
Enter aſeruant to them. 
Servant. My Lord, the dtage, and all the furniture— 
Nero. I have no skill to drive a Chariot: 
Hd he but robd mee, broke my treaſut ie, 
The red Seas mine, mine are the Iadian (tones, 
The Worlds mine one, then cannot I be robde ? 
But ſpi ght fully to undermine my fame, 
To take away my Art; he would my lite 
As well,no doubt; could be told how. 
Enter Tigallinas, with Proculus head. 

Nreph. My Lord, 
Tegillinus is come with Proeulus head. Aribe- 

Nero. O cry thee mercy good Neephytns : Im 
Giue him five hundred ſeſte rces for amends, 
Haſt brought him Tegilinas 2» 

Tegil, Heres his head my Lord, 

Nero, His tongue had bin enough, . 

T egil. I did as you commanded me my Lord. 

Nero, Thou toldſt me not. though he had ſuch a Noſe, 
Now are you quiet, and have quiet me; 
This tis to be commander ef the World, 
Let them extoll weake pitty that doe need it. 2 — 
Let men cry to have Law and juſtice done, 
And tell their griefes to Heaven, that hearcs them not, 
Kings muſt upon the peoples hexchefle counties 
Walke to ſecuritie, ind calc of minde. 
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W hy what have we to doe with th'ayrie names 
(That old age and Philoſophers found out,) 
Of Juſtice, and (ne re certaine) Equitie ; 
The Gods revenge themſelves, and ſo will we: 
Where right is ſcand, Authoritie is overthrowne, 
We have a high prerogative above it ; 
Slaves may doe what is juſt, we, what we pleaſe, 
The people will repine, and thinłe it ill, 
But they maſt beare, and prayſe tos, vvhat we will, 
Enter Cornutur to them. 
Neoph, My Lord, C vruutu : whom you ſent 9 
Nero. Welcome good ( ernutu: ad 
Are all things ready for the Stage, \ 


As gave charge. 
Cern. They onely ſtay your comming. 
Nero. ( vrnstus, I muſt act to day Oreſtes, 


Corn, You have done that alreadie; and too truly—— aſide. 
Nero. And vvhen our Sceane is done, l meane beſides 
To read ſome compoſiters of mine owne, 
Which tor the great opinion I my ſelfe, 
And Rome in generall, of my Judgement, hath, 
Before I publiſh them, lle ſhew them thee, 
Corn, My Lord, my diſabilities 
Nero. I know thy mode ſtio, 
lleonly ſhew thee, now, my works beginning ; 
Goe (ce Saphroaitus, | 
Muſicke make ready, I vvill ſing to day. Exis pa. 
Cornutys I pray thee come neere, . 
And let me heare thy Iudgement in my paines : 
I would have thee more familiar good ( vruutus, 
Nero doth priſe deſert, and more cſtecmes 
Them, that in knowledge ſecond him, then power, 
Marke with what ſtile and ſtate my worke begins. 
Cornu, Might not my interruption offend, 
Whats your workes ame my Lord,vyhatwrite you of? 
Nero. I meane to write rhe dredes of all the Romani. 
Corus. Of all the Nm l a huge ar 1 
Nero, I have not yetbethought me of a Title. 
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You Enthrall Powers Which the wide Fortunes doowe he reades 
Of Empire crm d ſeven menntame-/eated Rome 
Fallblowne ; In(pire me with Machilæ in rage, 
T hat 1 may bellow owt Romes Prentiſage, 
As when the Menades doe fill their Drums, 
And crooked hornes With Mimalone an hummer, 
And E mion doe Ingeminate a round, 
Which reparalle Ecchoe doe reſeuud. 
Hoy doeſt theu like our Muſes paines Cornatwe. 
Cornu. The veiſes have more in them, then I ſec 
Your worke my Lord I doubt will be too long. 
Nero. Too long? 
Tigel. Too long? 
Cm I, If you write the deedes of all the Romavet 
How many Bookes thinke you t include it in? | 
Nuo. It hinke to write about ſoure hundred bookes. 
Cornu, Foure hundred? why my Lord they 'le nere be read. 
Nero. Hah? 
Tigel. Why he, whom you eſteeme ſo much,Criſppas, 
Wrote many more. 
Cornu. But they were profitable to common life, 
And did Men, Honeſty, and Wiſedome teach. 
Nero, T igellinns ? Exit Nero & Tigel. 
Cornu. Sec with what earneſtneſſe he crau'd wy judgement, 
And now he freely hath it, how it likes him? 
Neeb. The Prince is angry and his fall is neere; 
Let us be gon, leaſt we partake his ruines. 
E xennt omnes prater Corns, 


CManet Cornutns Solus. 

What ſhould I doe at Court ? I cannot lye ; 
W hy didſt thou call me, Nero, from my booke ? 
Didſt thou for flatterie of Cornutae looke ? 
No, let thoſe purple Fellowes that ſtand by thee, 
(That admire ſhew,and things that thou canſt give, 
Leave to pleaſe Truth, and Vertue, to pleaſe thee. 
Nee, ther 's nothing in thy power, C 
Doth wiſh or feare. 
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| Enter Tigell iaus to him. 
Tige l. Tis Neroes pleaſure that you ſtraight depart 
To Gare , and there remaine confind: 
Thus he out of his Princely Clemencie, 
Hath death, your due,turn'd but to baniſhment. 
Cern, Why Tigellinn ? 
Tigel. I have done, upon your perill, goe or ſtay. exit Ti. 
Cern. And why ſhould Death ? or Baniſhment be duc? 
For ſpeaking,that which vvas requir'd, my thought: 
O why doe Princes loue to be decciu'd ? 
And, even, doe force abuſes on themſelves ? 
Their Eares are ſo with pleaſing ſpeech beguil'd, 
That Truth they malice, Flatterie, truth account, 
And their owne Soule,and underſtanding loſt, 
Goe (what they are) to ſeeke in other men. 
Alas, weake Prince, how haſt thou puniſht me, 
To baniſh me from thee ? O let me goe 
And dwell in Taurus, dwell in Erbiope, 
So that I doe not dwell at Remo with thee. 
The farther ſtill, I goe from hence, l kno v. 
The farther I leave Shame and Vice behind. 
W here can I goe, but I ſhall ſee thee, S 
And Heaven will be as neere me, ſtill,as here. 
Can they, ſo farre,a knowing ſoule exile, 
That her one roofe Ge ſee not ore her head. Exit. 
Enter Piſe, Scenings, Lucan, Flauius. 
Piſa. Noble Gentlemen, what thankes, what recompence 
Shall he give you, that give to him the World z 
One life to them, that muſt ſo many venture, 
And that, the worſt of all. is too meane pay; 
Yet can I give no more; Take that, heſtow it 
Vpon your ſervice. 
Lucan. O Pie, that vouchſafeſt, 
To grace our headleſſe partie with thy name; 
W hom having our conductor, wee need not 
Haye fear d to goe againſt the well try d yalour 
Of Inlie,or ſtayedneſſe of Auguſt, 
Mach leſſe the ſhame and Womanhool of Nero: * 
When 
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When we had once given out, that our pretence 
V Vere all for thee, our end to make thee Prince, 
They thronging came to give their names, Men, V Vomen, 
Gentlemen, People, Soldiers, Senators, 
The Campe and City, grew aſham d that Nero, 
And Pijſs ſhould be offered them together. 

Sceu. We ſecke not now (as in the happie dayes 
O' ch common wealth they di) for libertie ; 
O you, deare Maſter, Caſſius and Brutws 
I hat was vvith you intombꝰd, there let it reft, 
Wei are contented with the galling yoke, 
It they vvil only leaue usnecksto beare it: 
V Ve ſeeke no longer freedome, we ſeeke life, 


At leaſt, not to be murdered, let us die 


On enemies ſwords; Shall we, whom neither 
The Median Bow, nor Macedonian Speare, 
Nor the fierce Gauie, nor painted Britos could 
Subdue, lay downe our necks to T yrants axe? 
V Vhy doe we talke of Vertue that obay 
V Veakeneſſe and Vice. 
Piſo. Have patience good Sceuinut. 
Lucan, V Veakenefle and ſervile government we hitherto 
Obeyed have, vvhich, that vve may no longer, 
VVe haue our lives, and fortunes novy ſet up, 
And have our cauſe with Pie credit ſtrengthened. 
Flani, VV hich makes it doubtſull, whether loue to him 
Or Neroes hatres, hath dravvne more untous. 
Piſo. I ſee the good thoughts you have of me, Lords. 
Lets now proceed to th'purpole of our meeting, 
I pray you take your places. 
Lets have ſome Paper brought 
Scenin, Who's within. 


Emer ¶Nlilichus to them. 
AM, My Lord. 
Seu. Some Inke and Paper. Exit Meli. & enters 
Flaui. W hos that Seeminns ? againe with Inke 
Scens, It is my freed man Milirbny, and Paper. 


Luca. Is he truſtie 


Sceuin, 
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Scenin, I for as great matters, as we are about. 
Piſ. And thoſe are great ones. 
Luca. Jas ke not that we meane to need his truſt, 
Gaine hath great Soveraigntie ore ſeruile minds. 
Scens, O but my benefits haue bound him to mee, 
J, from a bondman, have his ſtate not onely 
Advanc't to freedome, but to wealth and credit. 


Piſe. Melichns, vvait i'ch next chamber til we cal. ahſcondit ſe 


The thing determinde on our meeting now, 
1s of the meanes, and place, due circumſtance, 
As to the doing of things tis requir'd, 
So done it names the action. 
Melic. I wonder, 
What makes this new reſort to haunt our houſe, 
W hen wonted Lacius Ps/oto come hither ? 
Or Lucan, w hen ſo oft,as now of late. 
Piſo. And ſince the field, and open ſhew of armes 
Diſlike you, and that for the Generall good, 
You meane to end all ſtirres, in end of him: 
Tbat, as the ground, muſt firſt be thought upon. 
Melic. Beſides, this comming cannot be for forme, 
Or viſitation, they goe aſide, 
And have long conferences by themſelves. 
Luca, Piſo, his comming to your houſe at Bare, 
To bath,and banquet, will fit meanes afford, 
Amidſt his cups, to end his hated life, 
Let him die drunke,thatnereliu'd ſoberly. 
Piſo. O bee it fatre, that I ſhould ſtaine my Table, 
And gods of Hoſpitalitie with blood; 
Let not our cauſe (novy innocent) be ſoyl'd 
With ſuch a blot, nor Piſces name made hatefull. 
What place can better fit our action 
Then his owne houſe ? that boundieſſe envied heape, 
Built with the ſpoyles, and blood of Citizens 
That hath taken up. che Citie, left no Roome 
For Rome to ſtand on ; Roman get you gone, 
And dwell at Vee, If that Veietoo 
This houſe orerunne not. 
D 


aſide 
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Lacan. But *cwill be hard to doe it in his houſe, , 
And harder to eſcape being done. Piſo. Not lo, 
Rufus the Captaine of aur Guaro's with us, 

And divers other oth' Pretoriax Band- 

Already made; many, though unacquainted - 

With our intents, have had diſgrace and wrongs, . 
Which grieve them ſtill ; moſt will be glad of change, 
And even they that loy'd him beſt, when oace 

Tney ſee him gone, will ſmile o'ch comming times, 
Let goe things paſt,and looke to their owne ſatctie: . 
Beſides th'aſtoniſhment and feare will be 

So great, ſo ſodaine, that *cwill hinder tbem 

From doing any thing. 

Meli. No private buſineſſe can concerne them all; 
Their countenances are troubled ,and looke fad, 
Doubt and Importance in their face is read. 

Lucan Vet ſtill I thinke it were 
Safer t'attempt him private, and alone. 

Flaui. But twill not carry that opinion with it, 

Twill ſceme more foule, and come from private malice. 
Zutat, andt hey, ta right the common cauſe, 
Dia chuſe a publike place. 


Sceui. Our deed is honeſt, why ſnoul i it ſeeke corners? 


Tis for the people done, let them behold it; 

Let me have them a witneſſe of my truth, 

And love to th Common wealth ; The danger's greater, 
So is the glory. Why ſhould our pale counſels * 

Tend whither feare, rather then vertue calls them: 

I doe not like theſe cold conſiderings; 

Firſt,let our thoughts looke up to what is honeſt, . 
Next, o what's ſafe ; If danger may deterre us; 
Nothing thats great,or good ſhall ere be done ; 

And, when we firſt gaue hands upon this deed - 

To th commons ſafety, ve our one gave up. 

Let no man venture on a Princes death, 

How bad ſoever, with beliefe to eſcape; 

Deſpaire muſt be our hope, fame, or reward. 

To make the generall liking to concurre 


aſſac 
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Wich others, were even to ſtrike him in his ſhame, 
Or (as he thiaks) his glorie on the Stage, 
An4 fo too truly mak'ta Tragedy z 
When all the people cannot chuſe but clap 
So ſweet a cloſe,and *twill not Ceſar be 
That ſhall be ſlaine, a Romans Prince ; 
Twill be Aleman or blind Oedipus. 

Meli. And if it be of publique matters'cis not aa. 
Like to be talke, or idle fault finding, 
On which the coward onely ſpends his wiſedome: 
Theſe are all men ot action, and of ſpirit, 
And dire performe what they determine on. 

Lucan. What thinke you of Poppea, Tigelliuus, 

And the other odious inſtrum n s of Court: 
* Were it not beſt at once to rid them all? 

Cceui. In ¶ aſars ruine, Antheny was ſpared : 
Lets not our cauſe with needleſſ: blood diſtaine, 
Oae only mov'd ,the change will not appcare 
When too much lic@ſe given to the ſword, 
Though againſt ill, M make even good men feare: 
Beſides, things ſetled, youat pleaſ re may 
By Law, and publique Indgement have them tride. 

Meli. And if it be but talke oth State, tis Treaſon, 
Like it they cannot, that they cannot doe: 
If ſeeke to mend it,and remoue the Prince, 
That's higheſt Treaſon ; change his Counlellors, ae. 
That's alteration of the gouernment, 
The common cloake that Treaſons mu fled in; 
If laying force aſide, to ſeeke by ſute, 
And faire petition to have the State reform d, 
That's tu: oring of the Prince, and takes a vay, 
Thꝰ one his perſon, this his Soveraigntic ; 
Barely in private talke to ſhew diſlike 
Of what is done, is dangerous; therefore the action 
Miſlike you, cauſe the doer likes you nor? 
Men are not fit to live ich ſtate they hate. 

Piſe. Though we would all have that imploy ment ſought, 
Let ſince your worthy forwardacflc, Seewinws, 
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prevents us, and ſo Nobly beggs for danger: 
Be this the choſen hand to doe the deed, 
The fortune of the Empire ſpeed your ſword, 
Sceui. Vertue, and heaven ſpecdit; O you homeborne 
Gods of our country, Remaulus and Yeſta, 
That T h»ſcan Tiber, and Rames towers defends : 
Forbid not yer at length a happy end 
To former ,cuills ; Let this hand revenge 
The wronged world; enough we now have ſuffered, exenn, 
1 Manes Melichu ſolus. 
Meli. Tuſh, all this long conſulting's more then words, 

It ends not there; th'aue ſome attempt, ſome plot, 
- Againſt the ſtate : well, lle obſerue it farther, 

And if I find it, make my profit of it. Exit. 


Finu Cf da, Secundi. 


Aftus Tertius. 


Enter Poppea ſolus. 


P Oppea, I lookt Nimphidins would have come cre this, 
Makes he no greater haſt to our embraces ? 
Or, doth the eaſines abate his edge 
= we not as faire ſtill as wee did? 
r, is he ſo with Nerees playing wonne, 
That he, before Poppea,doth preferre it? 
Or doth hethinke to have occaſion ſtill ꝰ ! 
Still,to have time to waite on our ſtolne meetings ? 
Euter Nimphidius to ber. 
Pepp. But ſee his preſence now doth end thoſe doubts, 
What i ſt Nimphidius hath ſo long detain'd you? 
Nimph. Faith Lady, cauſes ſtrong enough, 
High walls, bard — of armed men. 
Peppe. Were you impri then, as you were got 
Io the Theater. n | a * 
Newph. Not in wy going Lady, 
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But, in the Theater, was impriſoned i 
For,after he was once upon the Stage, 
The Gates were more ſeverely lookr unto, 
Then at a toyyne beſieg d; No man, no cauſe 
Was curr ant, no, nor paſſant; At other fights 
The ſtrife is onely to get in, but here 
The ſtirre was all, in getting out againe; 
Had we not bin kept to it ſo, I thinke 
T'would nere have bin ſo tedious,though I know 
'T was hard to judge, whether his doing of it 
Were more abſurd, then 'twas for time to doe it- 
But when we once were forc't to be ſpectators, 
Compel'd to that, vhich ſhould have bin a pleaſure, 
We could no longer beare the weariſomneſle : 
Vo paine ſo irkeiome, as a forc't delight; 
Some fell downe dead, or ſeem d at leaſt to doe ſo, 
Vnder that colour to be carried forth. 
Then death firſt pleaſur d men, the ſhape all feare 
Was put on gladly, ſome clombe ore the walls, 
And ſo, by falling caught in earneſt that, 
W hich th other did diſſemble; There were women 
(That be ing not able to intreat the guard 
To let them paſſe the gates) were brought to bed 
Amid'ſt the throngs of men, and made Lucina 
Bluſh,to ſee that unwonted company. 
Poppe. If twere ſo ſtraightly kept, how got you ſorth ? 
Nimp. Faith Lady, I came, pretending haſt 
In Face and countenance, told them I was ſent 
For things, bith Prince forgot about the ſceane, 
Which, both my credit made them to beleeve, 
And Nero, newly whiſpered me before. 
Thus did I paſſe the gates, the danger Lady 
I have not yet eſcapꝰt. 
Poppe. W hat danger meane you? 
Num. The danger of his anger, when he knowes 
How I thu ſhrunke away, tor there ſtood knaves 
That put downe in their Tables all that ſtir'd, 
Aud mu læ iu each their _ ulncſſe or ſadneſſe. 
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Poppe, I warrant Ile excuſe you : But I pray, 
Let's be a little better for your ſight ; 
How did our Princely husband act Orefte: ? 
Did he not wiſh againe his Mother living? 
Herdeath would adde life unto his part: 
But come Ipray,the "ons of your ſight. 

Nim, O do not drive me to thoſe hateſull paines ; 
Lady, Iwas too wuch in ſeeing vext, . 
Let it not be redoubled with the telling; 
I now am well, and heare,my cares ſet ſree; 
O be metciſull, doc not bring me backe 
Vnto my pr iſon, at leaſt free your ſelfe, 
It will hot paſſe aw ay, but ſtay the time; 
Wracke out the houres in length; O give me leaue, 
As one that wearied with the toyle at Sea, 
And now on wiſhed ſhore hath fir nd his foote; 
He loo kes about, and glads his thoughts and eyce, 
With ſight oth green cloath'd ground, & leavy trece, 
Of flowers that begge more then the looking on, 
And likes theſe other waters narrow ſhores ; 
So let me lay my wearineſſe in theſe armes, 
Not hing but kiſſes to this mouth diſcourſe, 
My thought be compaſt in thoſe circl'd Eyes; 
Eyes on no object looke, but on theſe Cheekes; 
Be bleſt my hands ith tuch of thoſe round bre ſte, 
W hiter and ſofter then the downe of Swaus. 
Let me of thec,and of thy beauties glory, 
And endleſſe tell, but never wearying ſtory. 
Enter Nero, Epaphrodituu, Neo philus. 


Nero, Come Sir, Ifaith, how did you like my acting? 


W hat? waſt not as you lookt for ? 
Epaph. Yes my Lord,and much beyond. 
Nero, Did I not doe it to the life : 
Epaph. The very doing never was ſo lively, 
As now this counterfeiting. - 
Nere. And when I came, 
Toth point of aA grippe, Clitemneſtras death, 


Fxeunt 
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Epaph, They had bin flones, whom that could not have moved 
Nero. Did not my voice hold out well to the end? 
And teru'd me afterwards afreſh to fing with. 
Neoph. We know Apollo cannot match your voice. 
Epaph. By Jove,lthinke you are the God himſelfe, 
Come from above, to ſhew your hidden arts; 
And fil us men with wonder of your skill. 
Nero. Nay faith ſpeake truely, doe not flatter me; 
I know you need not: flattery's but where 
Deſert is meane. 
Epaph, I ſweare by thee O Ce/ar; 
Then whom no povver of Heaven l honour more, 
N » mortall voice can paſle, or equall thine. 
Nero, They tell of Orphens,when he took his Lute 
And mov'4 the Noble Ivory with his touch: 
Februt ſtood ſt ill, Pangea bow d his head, 
O ſſa then firſt ſhꝰoke off his ſno w, and came 
Jo liſten to the movings ot his ſong z 
The gentle Popler,tooke the Oake along, 
And call'd the Pyze do vne, from his Mountain ſrate; 
The Virgise Bay although the Arts ſhe hues 
O.h'Delphncke God, was with his voice orecume, 
He his twice-!oſt Furi lice be wailes, 
And Proeſerpines vaine ꝑifts, and makes the ſhores 
And hollo caves of forreſts now untreed 
Beare his grieſe company, and all things teacheth 
His loſt loves name; Then water, ayre, and ground, 
Euridice, Euridice relound. 
Theſe are bold tales, of hich the Greeks have ſtore ; 
But if he could from Hell once mo e returne, 
And wou'd compare his hand and voice with mine, 
I,though himſelfe were judge, he then ſhould ſee, 
How much the Line ſtaines the 7 hracias lyre, 
I oft have walkt by Tybers flowing bankes, 
And heard the Swan ling her one Epitaph, 
When ſhe heard me, ſhe held her peace and died. 
Let others raiſe from earthly things their praiſe, 
N :aven hath ſto d Rill to heare my happy aytes 


And 
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And ceaſt th'eternall Muſicke of the Spbearer, 
To marke my voyce, and mend their tunes by mine. 
Neoph, O divine voice l 
Epaph. Happy are they that heare it. 
Enter Tigeflinus to them. 
Nero, But here comes n bill, 
Are there ſo many? Iſee I have enemies. 
Epaph. Have you put Caius in, I ſaw him frowne. 
Neoph , And inthe midſt o'th Emperors action, 
Gallus laught out, and as I thinke in ſcorne. 
Nero. Veſpaſiantoo aſleepe; was he ſo drow ſic? 
Well, he ſhall ſleepe the Iron ſleepe of death 
And did Tyraſea looke ſo ſowrely onus? 
Tips. He never ſmild my Lord, nor would vouchſafe 
With one applauſe to grace yoat action. 
Nero. Our action needed not he grac'd by him, . 
Hee's our old enemie, and ſtill Malignes us; 
'T will have an end, nay it ſhall have an end. 
W hy,1 avec bin too pittifull, too remiſſe, 
My caſineſſe is laught at, aud conteme d, 
But I will change it; Notas herctefore, 
By ſingling out them, one by one to death, 
Each common man can ſuch revenges have; 
A Princes anger maſt lay ueſolate 
Cities, Kingdomes conſume, Roote up mankind, 
O could I live to ſee the generall end, 
Behold the world en rapt in funerall lame, 
When as the Sus ſhall lend his beames to burne 
What he before brought forth, and water ſervc, 
Not to extinguiſh, but to nurſe the fire ; 
Then, like the Salumander, bathing me 
In the laſt Aſhes of all mortall things 
Let me give up this breath; Priam was happie, 
Happy indeed, he ſaw his Trey burnt, 
And Idiom ly on heapes ; Whilſt thy pure ſtreames, 
(Divine Scamender)did run Phrygian blood 
And heard the pleaſant cries of I roa Mothers. 
Could I ſee Roms (o ! 


e * 


Tigel, » 
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ig Your Maicflie mayicafily, 
Without this trouble to your ſacrid ind. 1 
Nero. What may I cafily doe? ,or him, 
How may I rid you all? where is the man 
That will all others end, and Rft hĩmſelfe? 
O that I had thy Thunder in my had: 1 
Thou idle Rover lle not ſhoote it treeys © „ 
And ſpend in woods my unregar vengeance, | 
lle ſhiver them downe upon their guiltic rootes, 
And fill the ſtreets with bloody burialls, 
But tis not Heaven can give me what I ſceke 3 
To you, you hated kingdomes of the night, 
Lou ſevere powers, that not like thoſe above, 
Will with faire words or childrens cryes be woune. 
That have a ſtile beyond that Heavenis proud of, 
Deriving not from gt a makers Name, 
But in deſtruction er, and terror ſhew: 
To you I flye for ſuccour: you, whoſe dwellings 
For torments are bely'de,muſt give me eaſe; 
Furies lend me your fires,no they are here, 
They muſt be other fires ; materiall brands 
That muſt the burning of my beate allay ; 
I bring to you no rude unpraftiz'd hands, 
Already doe they reeke with mothers blood: 
Tuſh, that's but innocent, to what new I mecane, 
Alaſſe what evill could theſe yeeres commit, 
The world in chis ſhall ſee my ſetled wit. Excam. 
Enter Sencea, Petroxize, 
Senec. Petronizs,you were at the T beater, 
Petron. Seneca I was,andſaw your Kingly Pupill 
In Minſtrels habit, ſt and before the Iudges, | 
Bowing thoſe hands, which the worlds Scepter hold, 
And wich great awe and reverence beſceching 
Indifferent hearing,and an equall doome : 
Then Caeſar doubting firſt tobe or 
And ſo he joyn'd himſelſe to th other ſingers, 
And ftraightly all other Lawes oth Stage obſeru d. 
As not (though weary) to fit — ſpit , 


Not 
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Not wipe his ſweat off, but with what he wore ; 


| Meane time how w 71 .adyerſarics, - 
| How he would ſceke c are all they did d iſgrac t, 
Traduce them veivily p raile at them: 


Andthem he could not conquer. ſo, he would 
| Coy a money, to = —— he. 
| is was his ſingin his acting now. 
| Jenoc. — Le here, for I have heard enough, 
| F'de haveia Fidler heard him, let me not 
| See him a player, nor the fearefull voyce 
Of Remes great Monarch, now command in Ieſt 
Our Prince be Agawemmen in a Play. 
| Perron, Why Seneca? Tis better in a Play 
| Be Agamemmon,then himſelfe indeed; 
| How oft, with danger of the field beſer, 
| Or with home · mutinyes, would he unbee 
| Himſelfe, or, over eruell altars weeping, 
| Wiſh,that with putting off a vizard, hee 
Might his true inward ſorrow lay aſide: 
| Xx The ſbowes of things are better then themſclyes : 
| How doth it ſtirre this ayery part of us, 
| To heare our Poctstcll'imagin'd fights, . 
| And the ſtrange bloweszthat fained courage gives, 
| When I'd Achille: heare upgn the Stage a 
| Spcake Honour, and the greatneſſe of his Soule; 
Me thinkes I tao, could on a Phrygian Sprare 
| Runne boldly,and make tales for after times; 
| But when we come to act it inthe deed, 
| Death ma res this bravery, ind the ugly feares 
| Of ch'other world, ſit on the proudeſt browe, 
| And boaſting valour looſeth his red cheeke. 
| ef Roman to them. 
| Rom. Fixe, fire, helpe, vve burne. 
| 2 Rom. Fire, water, fire helpe fire. 
5 Sexcc, Fire, where? 
Petros, Where? what fire? 
Rom. O round about, here, there, on every ſide. 
The girdling flame, doth with unkind embraces 
Compaſſe 
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Compaſſc the Citie. 
Petre, How came this fire, by wwhom ? 
Sexec, Waſt chance, or purpoſe ? 
Petro, Why ist not quencht ? 
Rem, Alas there are a many there with weapons, 
And whether it be for pray, or by , . 
They hinder : nay,they throw on fire-brands. 
Enter Antonius to them. . 
Arten. The fire encreaſeth, and will not be ſtaid, 
But like a ſtreame that tumbling from a hill, 
Orewhelas the ſields, ore w helmes the hopefull toile 
O:h'husbandman, and headlong beares the woods; 
The unvveeting Sheepheardon a Rocke afarre, 
A mazcd, heares the fearefull noyſe; ſo here. 
Danger and Terror ſtrive which ſhall exceed, 
dome cry, and yet are well, ſome are kild ſilent, 
5 Some kindly runne to helpe their acighbours houſe, # 
The vvhilſt their own'sa fire:ſome ſave their goods, 
And leave their dearer pledges in the flame; 
One takes his little ſonnes with trembling hands,” 
Tother his houſe-gods ſaves, which could not him, 
All bana the doore,and with vviſhes kill 
Their abſent murderer. —— 
Petro. What are the Gaxles return dꝰ 1 
Doth Brennar brandiſh fire-brauds once againe. 
Senec, What can Heaven novy unto our ſufferings adde? 
Enter Another Romane to them. 

Rem. O all goes doyvne, Rowe falleth from the Roofe, 
The vvind's aloft, the conquering flame turnes all 
Into it ſelfe; Nor doe the gods eſcape, 

Pleiades burns, Iuniter, Saturus hurnes. 

The Altar novy is made a ſacrifice: 

And Y:ffa mournes, to ſee her Virgine fires 
Mingle with prophane aſhes. 

Senec. Heaven,haſt thou ſetthis end, to Roman greatneſſe? 
Were the Worlds ſpoyles. for this, to Roms divided, 
To make but our fires bigger ? 

You gods, vvhoſe anger made = great, grant yet 
2 


Some 


Bathꝰd in the bl 
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Some change in miſery ; We not now, 
To have out Conſull tread on ¶ I iam Kings, 
Or ſpurne the quiuered Suſa at their feete ; 
This, we have had befort; we beg to live, 
At leaſt not thus to die; Let Ct come, 
Let Alias waters turne againe to blood. 
To cheſe will any miſeries be lige. ; 

Petre. Why with falſe vAwgwricr have we bin deceived ? 
Why was ar Empire told us, ſhould endure 
With Sanne, and Moone, in time; in brightnc ſſe paſſe them, 
And that our e d ſhould be oth wor ld, and it. 
What, ca Celeftiall Godheads double too? 

Senecs O Rome, they enuy late, 
But now, the pittie of the world thee gets, 
The men of Cholcorar thy ſufferings grieve, 
The ſhaggy dweller inthe Seithian Rocks; 
The moſt condemned to perpetuall Snowe, 
That never wept at kindred burialls, 
Suffers with thee and feeles his heart to (often. 
O ſhoald the Parrbias heare theſe milcries, 
He would, (his low and native hate apart) 
Sicdowne with us and lend un Enemies teare, 
To grace the funerall fires of ending Rome. E xtunt 

Soft Mun fifub, Tun Nero whine alone with 
a Timbrel. 
I;now my Trey lookes heautious in her flames, 
The T jrrhene Seas are bright with Rewer fires, 
Whileft che aaa e Murriner afttre, b 
Gazing on th'unknowne light , wonders tyhat ſtarre 
Heaven hath begot, to eaſe the aged Muone. 
When Pirrbus, ſtryding ore the cynders ſt od 
On ground, where Troy late was ; and with his Eye 
Meaſur d the height of what he had throwne downe. 
A Citie, great in people, and in power: | 
Wales baik wich funds of Gods; He now forgive 
The ten yeeres lengthyend thinkes dus woods well heal d. 
f Priams ſiftie ſennes. | 

Vet am not Iappeas'd, i mim ſre mor. 


Ther 
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Then Towers and Collums tumble to the ground; 
'T was not the high built walles,and ſtones 
That Nero did provoke ; Themſelves muſt be the wood 
To feed this fire,or quench it with their blood. 
futer a Woman with a burnt Child. 
wn. O my deare Infant, O my Child, my Child; 
Vnhappy comfort of my nine moneths paines; 
And did I beare thee onely for the fire, 
Was I to that end made a Mother ? 
Niere. I now begins the ſceane that I would have. 
Enter a Man bearing another dead. 
Man. O ather, ſpeake yet; uo, the mercileſſe blowe 
Hath all bereft ſpeech, motion, ſenſe, and life. 
Wom, O bcauteous innocenſe, whiteneſſ: ill blackt, 
How to be made a coale couldſt thou deſerve ? 
7 Manx. O reverend wrinkles,well becommung paleneſſe, 
Why hath death now lifes colours given thee, 
And moc kes thee with the beauties bf freſh youth ? 
nom. Why wert thou given te, to be tane away 
So ſoone, or could not heaven tell hovv to puniſh 
But firſt by bleſſing me ? 
Har. Why were thy yeereslengthened ſo long, 
To be cutoff vntimely? 
Nero. Play on, play on, and fill the golden skies 
With cryes and pitie; with your blood; Mens eyet. 
mom. Where ate thy flattering ſailes,thy pretty kiſſes, 
And armes, that vvont to writhe about my necke ? 
Man, Where are thy Counſels, ivhere thy good example? 
And that kind roughneſſe of a Fathers anger ? 
#'ow. Whom have I now to leane my old age on? 
Max, Who fall I nexv have to ſet right my youth, Within, 
Gods if ye be not fled fromHeaven, helpe us. | 
Nero. I like this Muficke vvell; they like not mine: 
Novy iq the teares of all men, let me (ing, Cantat. 
And make it doubtfull to the Gods above; 
W ether the earth be pleas d, or doe complaine. 
Man, But, may the man, that all this blood hath ſhed, 
Never bequeath to th earth, m = gray head ; 
3 Let 
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Let him untimely be cut off before, 
And leave a curſelike this all wounds and gore. 
Be there no friends at hand, no ſtanders by, 
In love, or pittie mou d, to cloſe that eye. 
O let him dye the vviſh nad hate of all; 
And not a teare to grace his Funerall. catant. 
mom. Heaven, you will heare (that vrhich the world doth 
The prayers of miſery, and ſoules forlorne: ſcorne, ) 
Your anger waxeth by delaying ftronggr, 
O now for mercy be dſpiſ* dno longer. 
Let him that makes ſo many Mothers childleſſe, 
Make his unhappy, in her fruitfulneſſe. 
Let him no iſſue leave tobeare his name, 
Or ſonne to right a fathers wronged fame, 
Our flames to quit; be righteous in your yre, | 
And when he dies, let him want funerall fire. Exennt, 
Nero. Let heaven doe vvbat it vvill, this have I done 
Already: doe you feele my furies vvaight? 
Rome is become a grave of her late greatneſſe; 
Her clouds of ſmoke haue tance avvay the day, 
Her flames the night 
Novy unbelceving eyes what crave you more? 
Enter Neepbilus te him. 
Neoph. O fave your ſelſe (my Lord) your Pallace burnes. 
Nero. My Pallace ? how ? vvhat traiterous hand? 
Emer Tigellins: to them. 
Tigel. O fliemy Lord. and fave your ſelſe betimes, 
The W inde doth beate the fire upon your houſe, 
The eating flame devoures your double gates, 
Vour pillars fall, your golden roofes doe melt, 
Vour antique Tables, and Greeke Imagery 
The fire beſets, and the ſmoake you ſee aa 


Dothchoake my ſpeech, O flie, and fave your life. 


Nero, Heaven thou doſt ſtriue I ſee for Victory. Extunt. 
Ester Nimphidinu ſolus. 
Nimp. See hovyv Fates worke unto their purpos d end; 
And without all ſelfe-Induſtry will raiſe, 
Whem they determine to make great and happy ; 
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Nero throvves dovvne himlelfe,I tirre him not, 
He runnes unto deſtruction, ſtudies vvayes 

To compaſſe danger, and attaine the hate 

Of all; Bee his owne wiſhes on his head: 

Nor Rome with fire, more then revenges burne : 

Let me ſtand ſtill, or lye, or ſleepe, I riſe. 

Poppea ſome new favour vvill ſeeke out 

My wakings to ſalute, I cannot ſtirre, 

But meſſengers of new preferment meete me: 

Novv, ſhe hath made me Captairie of the Guard, 

So well I beare me in theſe night Alarmes, 

That ſhe imagin'd I was made for Armes; 

I novy command the Souldiour, he the Citic, 

If any chance doe turne the Princeaſide, 

(As many hatreds, miſchiefes threaten him,) 

Ours is his Wie, his ſeate andthrone is ours, 

Heꝰs next in right that hath the ſtrongeſt pov vers. 

[Emer Scemmus , Melichns. 


Which in your countries fres were offered up, 


Yet they vycre Grecian hands began your flame; 

But that our Temples,and our houlcs ſmoake, 

Our Marble buildings turne to be our Tombes, 

Burnt bones, and ſpurn'd at Coarſes fill the ſtreetes, 

Not Porbw,nor thou Hannibad, art Author, 

Sad Rome is ruin d by a Romane hand. 

But if to Nerees end, this only vvay 

Heauens Iuſtice hath choſe aut, and peoples love 

Could not but by this feebling ills be mov d; 

We doe not then at all complaine our harmes, 

On this condition pleaſe us, let us die. 

And cloy the Partbien with revenge and pittie. 
CMelie, My Mater hath ſeal'd up his Teſtament, 

Thoſe bond-men which beliketh beſt ſet free, 

Given money, and more liberally then hee us de: 

And now, as if a farewell to the World 

Were meant, A ſumptuous banquet hath he made; 


Sceni. O Trey, nd O yes ſoulos of our forefathers, 


Hovv ncere your Nephevves, to your fortunes come: 
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Yet not with countenance that feaſters uſe, 
But checres his friends the vyhileſt himſelfe lookes (ad, 

Scew, I have from fortunes Temple tanethisſword, 

May it be fortunate, and now at leaſt 

Since it could not prevem,puniſh the Eyill; 

To Rems it had bin better done before. 

But though l«flc helping now, they le praiſe it more. 
Great Soveraigne ot all mortall actions 

Whom only vvre tched men, and poets blame, 

Speed thou the weapon, which 1 have from thee ; 
"Twas not amidſt thy Temple monuments 

In vaine re pos d, ſomewhat I know t hach done: 

O vvith new honout᷑s les it be layd up: 

Strike boldly arme, ſo many pov verfull pray ers 

Of dead and living hover over thee. 

Helis, And though ſometimes, with talke impertinent, 
And idle fancies, he vyould ſaine a mirth ; 

Yet is it eaſie ſeene, ſomevvhat is here 
The vvhich, he dares not let his face make ſhevv of. 

Sceuin. Long vvant of Loſſe hath made it dull and blunt: 
See Melicluu, this vveapon's better edg d. 

Mielich. Sharpening of ſvvords, vv hen muſt vve then have 
Or meanes my Maſter, ¶ ate- like, to exempt (blovves, 
H imſelte from povver of Fates, and cloy d vvith life, 

Give the gods bacłe their unregarded gift, 

But he hath neither Catee: mind, nor cauſe ; 

A man given ore to pleaſures, and ſoſt eaſe: 

Which makes me (till to doubt, hovv in affaires 

Of Princes he dares meddle, or defires? . 
Sceuin. We ſhall have blovves on both ſides, A elichus; 

Provide me ſtore of cloathes to bind up vvounds; 

What an't bee heart for heart, Death is the vvorſt; 

The gods ſure keepe it, hide from us that live, 

Hovv ſvveete death is, becauſe vve ſhould goe on 

And be their bailes : There are about the houſe 

Some ſtones that vvill ſtainch blood, ſee them ſet up: 

This World Iſee hath ao felicity, 

Ile trie the ether, 


AMelic hu, 


APORKFT ZET 8 


The Tragedie of Nero. 


Helis. Nerees life is ſoft, 

The word prepaid againſt others breaſt, 

The helpe for his: it can be no private foe. 

For then cwere beſt to make it knovvne, and cill 

His troupes of bond, and freed men to his ayd: 

Beſides his Counſellors, Seneca, 

And Lecas, are no Managers of quarrells. | 
Scenin, Me thinkes, I ſe e him ſtrugling on the ground 

Heare his unmanly outerie s, and loſt prayers 

Made to the gods, which turne their heads away. 

Nero, this day muſt end the worlds defires, 

And headlong ſend thee, to unquenched fires. ex. 
HMelich, Why doe I ſurther idly ſtand debating, 

My prooſes are but too many, and too pregnant, 

And princes eares ſtill to ſuſpitions open: 

Whoever being but accus d, was — 

For States are wiſe, and cut of ills that may be; 

Meme men muſt die, that t other may fleepe ſound, 

Chiefely. that rule, w hoſe wenkenes apt to feares, 

And bad deſerts of all men, makes them know 

There's none: but is in heart, what hee s accus d. Exit, 


Fins Atlus T erty. 
Actu⸗ Qxartus. 


Enter Nero, Poppea, Nimphiduu, Tigeliums, 
N. cophytas and E — 4 


Nero. T His kifſe ſweets Loue, Ile force from thee, and this, 
And of ſuch ſpoiles,and victories be r 

Then if I had the fierce Panonias, _ 

Or Gray-eyd German ten times ouercome. 

Let Intime gorgand fight at th'end oth world, 

And conquer trem the wild inhabitants 

Their cold, and povertie; whileſt Nero here, 

Makes other warres, warres _ the conquercd gaines 


Where 
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VV here to orecome, is to be priſoner. 
O willingly, L giue my freedome up, 
And put on my owne chaines z 
And am in loue with my captiuitie; 
Such Deus is, when on the ſandy ſhore 
Of Aanthus or on Idas pleaſant greene 
She leads the dance:; Her, the Nimphs all are we, 
And ſmiling graces doe accompany. 
If Bacchw could his ſtragling Minion 
Grace, with a glorious wreathof ſhining Starres ; 
Why ſhould not heaven my Poppea Crowne? 
The Northern teeme ſhall moue into a round: 
New conſtellations riſe, to honour thee ; 
The earth ſhall wooe thy favours, and the Sea 
Lay his rich ſhells, and treaſure at thy feete. 
For thee, Hidaſpi ſhall throw up his gold, 
Panchaiabreath the rich delightfull ſmclls, 
The Serez,and the feather'd man of inde 
Shall their fine Arts, and curious labours bring: 
And where the Sun's not knowne, Poppeas name 
Shal midſt the ir feaſts, and barbarous pompe be ſung. 
Popp. I, now I am worthy to be Queen ot world, 
Fairer then Venut, or the Bacchus loue : 
But youle anon unto you cut · boy, Spor ui, 
Your new made vvoman; to whom, now I heare 
You are wedded to. 
Nero. I vedded ? 
Poppea. I, you wedded : 
Did you not heare the words oth' Auſpires, 
Was not the boy in bride-like garments dreſt, 
Marriage bookes ſeald, as twere for iſſue, to 
Be had betweene you, ſolemne feaſts prepar d, 
V Vhile all the Court, with God- give yon Joy, ſounds. 
It bed bin good Domitiat your Father 
Had nere had other V Vife. 5 


Nero. You frovvard foole, y are ſtill ſo bitter, whoſe that ? 


Enter Melichns to them. 


Nwwph, One that it ſeemes,my Lord doth come in haſt. 


Nero, 
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Nero. Yet in his face hee ſends his tale before him, 

Bad nevves thou telleſt. 

Melic, 'Tis bad'l tell, but good that I can tell it, 

Therefore your Mijeſtie will par don me, 

If I offend your cares to ſave your life. 

Nere, VVhy, is my life indanger'd? 

Hovv ends this circuaſtane thou wrackſt my thoughts. 
Aelic. My Lord, your life is conſpir dagainſt, 
Nero. By whom? 

Melic. I muſt be of the vvorld excus d in this, 

If the great dutie to your Majeſtic 

Makes me all other leſſer to neglect. 

Nero. Th art a tedious felloyy ,ſpeake,by whom? 

Melic, By my Maſter ? 

Nero, V Vho's thy Maſter ? 

Aeli. Scemmurs 

Peppe. Sceniuut, why ſhould he conſpire ? 
Vnleſſe he thinke, that likeneſſe in conditions 
May make him too, vvorthy oth Empire thought. 

Nero. VVło ate elſe init? 

I thinke Nat alis, Subins, Flanins, 

Luca, Seneca, and Lucins Piſe, 

A/per,and Luintilianns, 

ero. Ha done, 

Thorw'lt reckon all Rome anon, and ſo thou maiſt, 

Thure villa ines all, Ile not truſt one of them; 

O that the Rem aues had but all one necke. 

Poppe. Piſorr (lic creeping into mens affections, 
And popular arts, have given ſong cauſe of doubt, 
And th' others late obſeru'd diſcontents 
Riſen from miſinterpreted diſgraces, 

May make us credit this relation. 

Nero, V Vhete are they ? come they not upon us yet? 
See the Guard doubled, ſee the Gates ſhut up. 

Why. they le ſurpriſe us in our Court anon. 

Aeli. Not ſo my Lord, they are at Psſoes houſe, 
And thinke themſelves yet ſafe, and undeſcri d. 

Nero. Lets thicher then. 
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And take them in this falſe ſecurity ; : 
Tigel. *[werebetter firſt publiſh them traitors» 
Nimph, I hat were to make them fo, 

And force them all upoatheir enemies; 

Now without ſtirre, or hazard theyle be tune. 

And boldly tryall dare, and Jaw demand; 

Be ſides, this accuſation may be forg d, 

By malice or miſtaking, 2 
Fa. What likes yon, doe Nimpbidine,out of hand, 

Two waycs diſtract, hen either would prevaile; 

If they ſuſpecting but this fellowes abſence, 

Should try the City, and attempt their friends, 

How dangerous might Piſaas favour be. 

Nimph, I to himſelfe would make the matter cleare, 

Which nowlupon one ſervants credit ſtands : 

The Cĩties fayour keepes within the bonds 

Of profit, they le love none, to burt themſelves ; 

Honour, and it iendſhip they heare others name, 

Themſelves doe neither fecle, nor know the lame ; 

To pat them yet (thonghneedlefſe)in ſome feare, 

Weele keepe their ſtreets wich armed companies: 

Then if they ſtitre, they ſee their wives, and houſcs 

Prepard a prey to th'greedy — 

Po ety, be quicke then, you to Piſces houſe, 

While T,and gell further ſift 

This fellowes knowledge. Ex. emmes Prater Nero, 
Nero, Looke to the gates, and walles oth' City, looke, 

The riuer be well kept, have watches ſer 

In euery paſſage, and in every way. 

Bat who ſhall watch theſe watches, what if tbey 

Begin to play the traitors firſt ? O where ſhall I 

Sceke faith, or them that I may wiſely truſt ? 

The Citie favoma the conſpirators, 

The Sense, in diſgrace, and feare hath liu d; 

The Campe, why moſt are ſouldiers that he named; 

Be ſides, he knowes got all i and like a foole 

I interrupted him, elſe had he named 

Thoſe that ſtood by me ; O ſecuritie, 


Which 
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Which we ſo much ſeeke after, yet art Rill 
To Court a ſtranger,and doſt rather chooſe, 
The ſmoaky reedes, and icdgy cottages, 
Then the proud roofes, and wanton coſt of Kings. 
O ſweete deſpiſed joyes of pouerty, 
A happines unknowne unto the gods: 
Would I had rather in poore 2 dis, 
Or Ulubrea ragged Nogiltrate 
Sate as a judge * mealures,and of corne, 
Then the adored Monarch of the world. 
Mot her, thou didſt deſeryedly in this, 
That from a private, and ſure ſtate, didſt raiſe 
My fortunes, to this ſlippery ball of greatneſſe; 
W here I can neither ſtand, nor fall with life. Exit. * 
Enter, Piſo, Lucas, Sconinue , Flanins, 
Flaui. But ſince we are diſcover'd,what remaines ? 
But put our lives upon our hands, theſe (words 
Shall try us traitors or true Citizens. 
. Sceni, And what hould make this hazard doubt ſucceſſe, 
Stout men are oft withſudden _ danaccd, 
W ha: ſhall this S:age-player be 
Loc. It is not now, 
eAnguſftns gravitie, nor Tiberia: craft, 
But Tigellinus, and Criſegerne 
Eunuches,and women that we goe againſt, 
Sces. This for thy own ſake, chis tor ours we beg, 
That thou vvilt ſuffer him to be orecome ; 
Why ſhouldſt thou keepe ſo many vovved ſwords 
From ſuch a hated throate? 
Flaui. Or we ſhall feare, 
To truſt unto the gods ſo good a cauſe ? 


Laces. By this we may our ſelves Heavens favour _ 


Becauſe all noblene ſſe, and worth on earth 

We ſec's on our ſide; Here the Faby's ſonne, 
Here the C ruini art, and take that part; 
Their noble Fathers would;if novv they liu d; 
There Vnot a ſoule that clames Nobilitic 
Either by his, or his forefathers merit, 
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But is with us; with us the gallant youth | 
| VV hom paſſed dangers or hot blood makes bold: 
| Staid men ſuſpect their wiſedome or their faith, < 
| To vyhom our counſels we have not reveald. 
And while (our party ſeeking to diſgrace } 
They traitors call us, Each man trealeu praiſeth, 
| And hateth fairh,when Pod isa traitor. 
1 Sceui. And at adventure? what by ſtoutnefle can 
| Belall us vvorſe, then will by covyardiſe ? 
If both the people, and the ſouldier fail'd us, 
Yet ſhall we die at leaſt worthy ourdclues, 
VVorthy our anceſtors O Po thinke, 
Thinke on t hat day, when in the Parthian fields 
Thou cryedſt to th flying Legions to turne, 
And look't Death in the face ; he vyas not grim, 
But faire and louely,when-he eame in armes. 
O why,there dy'd we not on Fyrian (words ? 
| VVere we reſeru'd to priſons,and to chaines. 
4 Behold the Galley- aſſes in every ſtreete, 
| And even now they come toclap on yrons ; 
Muſt Piſoes head be ſhewed upon a pole? 
Thoſe members torne ; rather then Reman-like, 
And Ps/+-like, vvith vveapons in our hands 
Fighting in throng of enemies to die: 
And that it ſhall not be a civill vvatre 
Nero prevents, vvhoſe crueltie hath left 
Fevv Citizens, vve are not Romans novv, 
But Moores, and Ievves, and v tmoſt Spaniards, 
And Afaes refuge that doe fill the Citie. 
Piſo. Part of, us are already tak'n,the reſt 
Amaz'd,and ſeeking holes; Our hidden ends 
You ſeclayd open, Court, and City arm'd, 
And for feare joyning to the part they feare. 
Why ſhould vve mave deſperate and hopeleſſe armes 
And vainely ſpill that noble blood that ſhould 
Chriſtall Rabe, and the dias fields, 
Not Tiber colour: And the more you ſhovy by 
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Your loves, and readineſſe to looſe you liuee , 
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The lother I am to adventure them, 
Vet am I proud, you would have for me dy d, 
But live, and keepe your ſelves to worthier ends; 
No Mother but my one ſhall we epe my death, 
Nor will I make by overthrowing us, 
Heaven guiltie of more faults, yet rom the hopes, 
Your owne good wiſhes, rather then the thing 
Doe make you ſee, this comfort I receive 
Of death unforc't, O friends, 1would not die 
When I can live no longer; Tis my glory, 
That free, and willing I give up this breath, 
Leaving ſuch courages as yours untri'd, 
But to be long in talke of dying, would 
Shew a relenting, and a doubtſull mind: 
By this you ſhall my quiet thoughts intend; ; 
I b'ame nor Earth, nor Heaven for my en. He ayes. 

Lucan. O that this uehle courage had bin ſhewne, 
Rather on enemies breaſta, then on i bhy owue. 

Sceui. But ſacred, and inviolate be thy will, 
And let ĩt lead, and teach us; 
This ſword I could more willingly have thtuſt 
Through Neroes breaſt ; That, fortune deni'd me, 
It now ſhall through Sceu mut. 

Enter Tigelliuus ſolus. 

What multitudes of villaines are here getten 
In a conſpiracie; which Hydra like, 
Still in the cutting off, increaſeth more. 
The more we take, the more are ſtill appeacht, 
And every man brings ia new company. 
I wonder what we ſhall doe with them all, 
' The priſonscannot hold more then they have, 
The Iayles are full, the holes with Gallants ſtinke, 
Strawe and gold lace together live I thinke : 
' Twere beſt even ſhut the Gates oth City up, 
And make it all one Iayle; for, this I ama-ſare, 
There's not an honeſt man within the walles : 
And though the guilty doth exceed the free; 
Yet through a baſe, and fatall cowardiſc, . 
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They all aſſilt,in taking one another, 
hero their ovyne hands arc to priſon led. 
There's no condition,nor degree of men, 
But here are met; Men of the ſwvord, and gowne, 
P lebeians,Senators,and women too, 
Ladies that might Have flaine hin with their eye, 
Would uſe their hands, Philofophers, 
And Polititians ; Polititians? 
Their plot vvas laid too ſhort z Poets would now 
Not onely write, but be the Arguments 
Of Tragedies : the Bmperor's much pleas : 
But ſome have named Seca, and I 
Will have Petroniu, one promiſe of pardon, 
Or feare of torture, will aceuſets find. exit. 


Enter Nimphlalas, Luras, Scauiau, with a guard, 


Nimph. Though hee ſuddenneſſe and guilty hand 
prevented hath the death he ſhould have bad; 
vet you abide it muſt. 

Lacan, O may the earth lye lightly on his Coarſe, 
Sprinkle hisaſhes with your flowers and teares, 
The lone and daiaties of mankind is gone. 

Scent. What only noyy we can, wee le follow thee 
That way thou lead ſt, and waite on thee in death, 
Which vve had done, had not theſe hindred us. 

Nimph, Nay,other ends your grievous crimes awaitc, 
Ends which the law and your deſerts exact. 

Scewi, What have we deſerved? 

Nimph. That puniſhment that traitors unto Princes, 
And enemies unto the State they live in merit. 

Scexin, It by the State this government you meane, 
I jaſtly am an enemie anto it. 
That's but to Nero, you, and TigeBinm ; 
That glorious World, chat even beguiles the wiſe, 
Being loolct into, includes but three or foure 
Corrupted men, which were they all remou d. 
Twould for the common State much better be. 


Nimph, 
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Nimph, Why, what can you ith millike ? 
Valeſſe it grieve you that the World's in peace, 
Or that our armies Conquer withour blood. 
Hath not his power with forraine vifitations, 
And ſtrangers honour more ledg'd bin, 
Then any wasafore him ? Hath not he 
Diſpos d of frontier Kingdomes, with ſucceſſe, 
Given away Crownes,whom hee ſet ap,prevailing ? 
The rivall ſeate of the Arſacidæ, 
That thought their bt ightneſſe equall unto ours, 
It's crown d by him, by him doth raigne? 
If we have any war re, it's beyond R hem, 
And Emphrates, and ſuch whoſe different chances 
Have racher ſerv d for pleaſure, and diſcourſe, 
Then troubled us; At home the City hath 
Increaſt in wealth, with build ing bin adorn'd ; 
The Arts have flour iſh t, and the Muſes ſung, 
And that, his juſtice, and well tempered raigne, 
Hath the beſt Iudges pleas d, the powers divine; 
Their bleſsing-,and fo long proſperity 
Of th Empire under him, enough declare. 
Seeui. You freed the State from warres,abroad,but 'twis 
To ſpoile at home more (afely,and divert 
The Parthiancnmity on us, and yet, 
The glory — the ſpoiles of warre 
Have wanting bin, the loſſe and charge wee have. 
V our peace is fall of cruelty, and wrong, 
Lavvestaught to ſpeake to preſent purpoſes, 
Wealth,and faire houſes dangerous faults become, 
Much blood ith'Citie,and no common deaths, 
But Gentlemen, and conſulary houſes : 
On (ear: owne houſe looke, hath that bin free? 
Hath he not ſhed the blood hecalls divine ? 
Hath not that neerenes which ſhould love beget 
Alwayes on him, bin cauſe of hate and feare ; 
Vertue,and power ſuſpected, and keptdowne : 
They whoſe great anceſtors this Empire made, | 
G Diſtruſted 
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Diſtruſted in the government thereof, 
A happy ſtate, where Decius is a traitor, 
Narcifſm true, nor onely was t unſafe 

T offend the Prince, bis treed men worſe were feard, 
W hoſe wrongs with ſuch inſulting pride were heard 
That even the taultie it made innocent: 

It we complaim d, that was it ſelfe a crime, 

I, though it were to Caſars benefit; 

Our writings pty'd into, falſe guiltineſſe 
(Thinking each taxing pointed out it ſelſe) 

Our private whiſperings liſtned after ; nay, 

Oar thoughts were forced out of us, and puniſht: 
And had it bin in you, to have taken away 

Our under ſtanding, as you did our ſpeech, 

You would have made us thought this honeſt too ? 

Nimph, Can malice narrow eyes, 
Sec any thing yet more it can traduce 
Sceui. His long continued taxes | forbeare, 

In which he chicfly ſhowed him tobe Prince, 

His robbing Altars, ſale of Holy things, 

The Antique Goblets of adored ruſt, 

And ſacred gifts of Kings, and people ſold ; 

Nor was the ſpoile more odious, then the uſe 

They were imploy ed on, ſpent on ſhame and luſt 

W hich ſtill have bin ſo eudle ſſe in their change, 
And made us kuo a divers ſervitude. 

But that he hat h bin ſuftered ſo long, 

And proſpeted, as you ſay: for that to thee 

O Heaven, I turne my ſelfe, and cry; No God 

Hath care of us, yet have we our revenge, 

As much as Earth may be reveng d on Heaven ; 
Their divine honour Nero ſhall uiut pe, 

And prayers, and feaſts,and adoration have, 


As well as Iupiter. 


Nimph. Away blaſpheming tongue, 
Be ever lent for thy bitterneſſe. 
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Enter Nero, Poppea,Tigelinus ,Flanins Neopbulma, 
Epaphrodiens aud 4 yowng mas, 


Nero, What could cauſe thee, 
Forgetfu lot my beneſits, and thy oath, 
To ſeeke my life? 
Flani, Vero, L hated thee ; 
Nor was there any of thy ſouldiers 
More faichfull, while thou faith deſernd'fi then I, 
Together did 1 cave to be a ſubject, 
And thou a Prince, Ce/ar was now become 
A player on the Stage, a Wagoner, 
A burnet of our houles,and of us, 
A Paracide of Wite,and Mother. ſpeakſt?) 
Tel. Villaine, doſt know where, and of whom thou 
Nero, Have vou but one death for him, let it be 
A feeling one (Tigeliinus) bee'c 
Thy chat ge, and let me ſee thee witty in't. 
Tigel. Come ſirrah, i 
Weele ſee how ſtoutly you'le ſtretch out your necke. 
Flawi. Would thou durſt ſtrike as ſtoutiy. Ex. Tig. & Flau. 
Nero. And what's he there? . 
Epaph. One that in whiſpering orcheard 
What pitie 'twas,my Lord, that Ps/o died. 
Nero. And why waſt pitie firrah, Piſ died? 
Teng. My Lord, twas pitic he deferu'd to die. 
Poppo. How much this youth, my Ocho doth reſemble: 
Otho,my firſt, my beſt love, ho is no 
Va er pretext of governing) exil'd 
To Lueitania honorably baniſht. 2 
Nero. Well, if you be ſo paſſionate, 
Ile make you ſpend your pitie on your Prince, 
And good men, not on traitors. 
Tong. The gods forbid my Prince ſhould pitie need. 
Somewhat, the ſad remembrance did me ſtirre 
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Oth'fraile and weake condition of our kind, 
Somewhat his greatneſſe; then whom. yeſterday, 
The World but Cæſar, could ſhew nothing higher ; 
Zeſides, ſome vertues,and ſome worth he had, 
That might excuſe my pitie,toancnd 

So cruell, and unripe. 

Poppea. I know not how this ſtranger moves my mind; 
His face me thinkes is not like other mens, 

Nor doe they ſpeake thus; Oh, his wordes invade 
My weakened ſenſes, and orecome my heart. 

Nero Your pittie ſhewes, your favour and your wil! 

W hich fide you areenclin'd too, had you power, 
You can but pitie, elſe ſhould Ceſar feare, 

Your ill affection then ſhall puniſke be, 

Take him to execution, he ſhall die, 

That the death pities of mine enemie. 

Tong. This benefit at leſt 
Sad death ſhall give, to free me from the power 
Of ſucha government; and if I die 
For pittying humane chance, and Piſoes end, 

There will be ſome too, that vvill pitic mine. 

Poppe. O what a dauntleſſe looke, hat ſparkling eyes, 
Threatning in ſuffering ; ſure ſome Noble blood 
Is hid in ragges, feare argues a baſe ſpirit : 

In him vyhat courage, and contempt ofdeath, 
And ſhall I ſuffer one I loue to die? 

He ſhall not die: hands ef this man, avvay, 
Nero, thou ſhalt not kill this guiltleſſe man. 

Nero. He gui e? 

Shee's in love with the ſmooth face of the boy. 

Neeph, Alas my Lord you have ſlaine her., 

Epapb. Helpe,ſhe dies. 

Nero, Poppea,P oppea,(peake,l am not angry, 
did not meane to hurt thee, ſpeake ſweete love. 

Neepb. Shee's dead my Lord - 
Nero, Fetch her againe, ſhe ſhall not die, 
Ile ope the Iron gates of hell, 


Sparns her and 
P. oppea fall: P 
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And breake the impriſoned ſhadowes of the deepe, 
And force from death this farre too worthy prey, 
Shee is not dead. 
The crimſon red, that like the morning ſhone, 
When from her vvindowes (all with Roſes ſtrewd) 
Shee peepeth forth, forſakes not yet her cheekes, 
Her breath, that like a hony-ſuckle (melt 
Iwinisg about the prickled Eglantine, 
Yet moves her lips; thoſe quicke and piercing eyes, 
That did in beautie challenge heavens eyes 
Yet ſhine as they were vvont: O go they doe not, 
See how they grovy obſcure : O ſee, they cloſe, 
And ceaſe to take, or give light to the World. 
W hat ſtarres ſo ere you are afſur'd to grace 
The firmamenty(for lee the tvvinkling fires 
Together throng,and that cleare milky ſpace 
Ot ſtormes, and Pbiades, and thunder void, 
prepares your roome, ) doe not with vvry aſpect 
Laoke on your Nere, who in blood hall mourne 
Your luckleſſe fate; and many a breathing ſoule, 
Send after you to vvait their Queene ; 
T his ſhall begin,the reſt (hall follow after, 
And fill the fireets vvith outcryes,and yvith laughter. Exii. 


Enter Seneca with two of his friend;, 


Sawec, W hat meanes your mourning,this ungratefull ſorrow? 
W here arc your precepts of Philoſophy ? 
W here our preparcd reſolution, 
So many yeeres fore-ftudied againſt danger ? 
Tovyhom is Nerees crueltieunknovyne ? 
Or what remained after mothers blood, 
But his inſtructers death ? Leave, leave theſe teares, 
Death from me nothing takes, but vv hat's a burt hen, 
A clog to that free ſparke of Heavenly fire ; 
But that in Seneca, the vvhich you lou d, 
Which you admit d, doth, and ſhall ſtill remaine 
Secure of death, untouched of - grave. 
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r. Friend, Weele not belic our teares, we waile not thee, 

It is our ſelves, and our owne loſſe we gricve ; 
Tothee, what loſſe in ſuch a change can be, 
vertue is paid her due, by death alone; | 
To our owne lofles doe we give theſe teares, : 
That looſe thy love, thy boundleſſe knowledge looſe, 
Looſe theynpatternd ſample of thy vertue, 

Looſe whatſocu'r maypraiſe or ſorrow move: 

In all cheſejlofſes, yet of this we glory, 

That tis thy happineſſe that mates us ſorry, 

2. Friend, It there be any place for Ghoſts of good men, 
If (as we have bin long taught) great mens ſoules 
Conſume not with their bodies, thou ſhalt ſee, 
(Lcoking from ont the dwellings of the ayre) 

True duties to thy memory perform d; 

N. t in the outward pompe of ſunerall, 

But in remembrance of thy deeds, and words, 

The oft recalling of thy many vertues, 

The tombe that ſhall th eternall relicks keepe 
Of Seneca,ſhall be his kearcrs hearts, 

Senec · Be not afraid my ſoule, goe cheerefully, 

Io thy owne Heaven, from whence it firſt let down, 
Thou loath by this impriſoning fleſh putſt on, 

Now lifted up, thou raviſhr ſhalt behold 
The truth of things, at which we wonder here, 

And fooliſhly doe wrangle on beneath; 

And like a God ſhalt walke the ſpacious ayre, 

And ſee what even to conceit's deni'd. 

Great ſoule oth world, that through the parts defuſ d 
Of this vaſt All, guid'ſt hat thou doſt informe ; 
You bleſſed mindes, that from theSpheares you move, 
Looke on mens actions not with idle eyes; 

And gods we goe to, Aid me in this ſtrife, 

And combate of my fleſb, that ending I, 
May ſtill ſhew Seneca, and my felte die. 
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Enter Antonius, Enanthe; 


Ant. Sure this meſſage of the Princes, 
So grievous and unlookt for, will appall 
Petronine much. 

N Enan, Will not death any man? 

Amt, It will; but him ſo much the more, 
That having liv'd tohis pleaſure ; (hall forgoe 
So delicate a life, I doe not marvell 
That Seneca, and ſuch ſowre fellowes,can 
Leave that they never taſted : But when wee 
That have the Near of thy kiſſes felt, 

That drinkes away the troubles of this life, 
And but one banquet make of forty yeeres, 
Muſt come to leave this: but ſoft, here he is. 


Enter Petremius, and a Centurion. 


Petre. Leave mea while, Centurion to my friends, 
Let me my tarewell take, and thou ſhalt (ce, 


Come let usdrink,and daſh the pots with wine: 
Here throw your flowers; fill me a iwelling bowle, 
Such as Niecanau, r my Lacan dranke 

On Dirgili birth day. 

Enan. What meanes (Petronics) this unſeaſonable 
And cauſeleſſe mirth > Why, comes not from the Prince 
This man to you a meſſenger of death? 

Petro, Here faire Enanihe, whole pumpe ruddy checke 
Exceeds the grape, it makes this; here, 


Andrthink|t thou death, a matter of ſuch harme, 
W- by, he mult have this pretty dimpling chin, 
And wid peck out thoſe eyes that now lo wou 
Enan, Why, is it not th extreameſt of all ills? 
Petro. It is indeed the laſt, and end of ills; 
The gods, befote th wou d let us taſt deaths Ioyes, 


Nevoes cymmandment quickly obaid in me. ait ( enturion, 


y Gyrle, Hehl 
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' Plactus i ch toyle,and ſorrovves of this World, 
Becauſc vve ſhould perceive th'amends,and thanke them, 
Death, the grim knave but leads you to the doore, 
W here entred once, all curious pleaturcs come 
To mecte,and vvelcome you. . 
A troupe of beauteous Ladies from vyhoſe eyes, 
Love, thouſand arrovves, thouland graces ſhootes ; 
Puts foorth their faire hands to yon, an invntes 
To their greene arbours, and clole ſhadovved walks, 
W hence, baniſht is the roughneſſe of our yeeres : 
Onely the Weſt Wind blovves ; th ever Spring, 
And ever Sommer: There the laden bowes 
Offer their tempting burdens to your hand, 
Doubtfull your eye, ot taſte inviting more: 
There euery man his ovvne deftres enjoyes; 
Faire Lacrece lyes by luſty Tarquens (ide, 
And vvooes him now againe to raviſh her. 
Nor us, (though Remaene) Lew will refuſe, 
To Corinth any man may goe; no maske, 
No envious garmenc doth thoſe beauties hide, 
Which Nature made, ſo moving to be ſpide, 
But in bright Chriſtall, which doth ſupply all. 
And vvhite tranſparent vailes they are attyr d 
Through vvhich the pure ſnow underneath doth ſhine; 
(Can it be ſnow,from vv hence ſuch flames ariſc ?) 
Miagled vvith that faire company,ſhall yve 
On bankes of Violet and of Hyacinth: 
Ot loves deviſing, ſit, and gently ſport, 
And all the vvhile melodious Mulique heare, 
And Poets ſongs, that Mulique farre exceed 
The old efnareascrovyn'd with ſmiling flovvers, 
And amorous Sapbs, on her Lesbian Lute 
Beauties ſweete Scarxes, and Capid: god head (ing. 7 
Anto. W hat, be not raviſht wich thy fancies, doe not 
Court nothing. nor make love unto our feaxes. 
Pete. Iſt nothing that I ſay? 
Auto. But empty vvords. 
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Petro. Why, thou requir'ſt ſome inftance of the eye, 
Wilt thou goe with me then, and ſee that World ? 
Which either will returne thy old delights ; 

Or ſquare thy appetite anew to theirs. 
Arto. Nay ; I had rather farre belceve thee here, 
Others ambition ſuch diſcoveries ſeeke; 
Faith, I am ſatisfied with the bale delights 
Of common men; A wench,a houſe have, 
And of my owne a garden, Ile not change 
For all yous walkes,and Ladics,and rare fruits. 
Petro, Your pleaſurcs mult of force refigne to theſe, 
In vaine you ſhunne the ſword, in vaine the Sca, 
In vaine is Nero leat d, or flattered ; 
Hicher you muſt, and leave your purchaſ d houſes, 
Your new made garden, and your blacke broyyd wife, 
And of the trees thou haſt fo — ſet; 
Not one, but the diſpleaſant Cypreſſe ſhall 
Goe vvith thee. 
Autos. Faith tis true, we muſt at length, 
But yet Fetronine,while we may, aw hile 
We would enjoy them, t hoſe we have, Ware ſure of, 
W hen that you talke ot 's doubtfull, and to come. 
Petro, Perhaps thou thinkſt to live yet twenty yeeres, 
W hich may unloo kt for be cut off, as mine, 
It not, to endleſſe time compat d, is nothing 
What you endure muſt ever, eudute novv; 
Nor ſtay not, to be laſt at table ſet, 
Each beſt day of our life at firſtdoth goe, 
To them ſacceeds diſcaſed age, and woe; 
Now die your pleaſures, and the dayes your pray 
Your rimes,and loves, and jeſts vvill take away, 
Therefore my ſwcet, yet thou wilt gos with me, 
And not live here, to vvhatthou wouldſt not ſec. 

Exzan, Would y'nanc me then kill my ſelſe, and die, 
And goe I know not to what places there? 

Petro, What places doſt thou feare ? 

The ill favoured lake they —— muſt paſſo, 


The Tragedie of Nero. 


And thy blacke frogs that croake about the brim. 
Enan, O pardon Sir, though death afrights a woman; 
W hoſe pleaſures,thongh you timely here divine, 
The paines we know, and ſee. 
Petren. The paine is life, death rids that paine away, 
Come boldly, there's no danger in this foord, 
Children paſſe through it: If it be a paine, 
You have this comfort, that you paſt ibare. 
Euan. Yet all, as well as I, are loath to die. 
Petro, Iudge them by deed, you ſee them doc't apace. 
Enan. I, but tis loathly, and againſt their wills. 
Petro. Vet, know yon not that any being dead, 
Repented them, and would have liv d againe: 
They thentheir errours ſaw, and fooliſh prayers, 
But you are blinded in the love of life, 
Death is but ſweete to them that doc approach it, 
To me as one that taken with D e/phick rage, 
When the divining God his breaſt doth fill, 
He ſees what others cannot ſtanding by, 
It ſeemes a beauteous, and a pleaſant thing; 
W here is my deaths Phy ſitian ? 
Phyf. Here my Lord. 
Petro, Art ready? 
PN. Imy Lord. 


Perro. — for thee: 

Nere, my end ſhall mocke thy tyranny. Exran :. 
Fins Atlus Quarti. 

Actus Quintus. 


Enter Nero, Nimphidiuu, Tigellinau, Neopbilou 
Epaphrodizus,and ule — N 


Nero. Nough is wept Peppas, for thy death, 
E Enough is bled, ſo many teares of othe rs 
| Wailing 
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Wailing their loſſes have wip't mine away. 
W ho in the common of the vyorld 
Can mourne on death ? | - 
Tigel. Befides,your Majeſtie this benefit 
In their deſerved punifhment ſhall reape 
From all attempts hercafter to be freed, 
Conſpiracy is now for ever daſht, 
Tumult ſuppreſt, rebellion out of heart; 
In Pyſoes —— it ſelfe did die. 
Nimph. Piſo that thought to climbe by bowing downe 
By giving a Way to thrive, and raiſing others 
To become great himſelfe, hath now by death 
Given quiet to your thoughts, and feare to theirs 
That ſhall from treaſon their ady t plot; 
Thoſe dangeroas heads that his — lean'd on, 
And they by it crept up, and from their meanneſſe 
Thought in this ſtirre to riſe aloft,are off: 
Now peace, and ſafety waiteupon your throne ; 
Security hath wall'd your ſcate about, 
There is no place for feare left. 
Nero. Why, I never feard them, 
Nimph. That was your fault. 
Your Maieſtie muſt give us leave to blame 
Your dangerous l that noble (oule 
Too prodigall of it ſelfe. | 
Nero, A Princes mind knowes neither feare nor hope, 
The beames of royal! Maieſtie are ſuch, 
As all eyes are with it amar d, and weakened, 
But it with nothing; I at firſt contemn d 
Their weake deviſes, and faint enterpriſe: 
Why. thought they againſt him to have prevail d, 
W hoſe childhood was frem (Naſſali ua ſpight 
By Dragons,(that the carth gave up) preſerv d. 
Such guard my cradle had; for fate had then 
Pointed me out, to be what now I am. 
Should all the Legions,and the Provinces 
In one united, againſt me ** : 
3 
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could diſperſe them with one angry eye. 
My —— hoſt of men; Come Tigelinn, 
1 et's rurne this bloody banquet, Piſe meant us, 
Vnto a mercy feaſt, weele drinke and challenge 
Fortune ; who's that Neeb? 
Enter a Roman, 
Neoph, A Currier from beyond the Alpes my Lord. 
Nero. Newes of ſome German Victory belike, 
Or Brittcn overthrow. 
Neoph, The Letters come from France. 
Nimph. Why ſmiles your Majcſtie ? 
Nero, So I \miic,I ſhould be afraid ther's one 
In Armes Nimphidine, 
Nimph. What, arm d againſt your Majeſtie? 
Nero. Our Lieutenant of the Province, Inline Findex. 
Tigel. Who, that giddy French- man? 
Nimph. His Province is diſarm' d, my Lord, he hat h 
No legion, not a ſouldier under him. 
Epeph. One that by blood, and rapine would re paire 
His ſtate conſum d in vanities, and luſt. 
Euter another Romane, 
Tigel. He would not find ont three to follow him, 
A me(ſſ. More nevves my Lord, 
Nero. Is it of Findex that thou haſt to ſay ? 
Meſſ. Vindex is up, ind with him France in armes, 
The Noble men, aud people throng to ih cauſe. 
Money, and Armour, Cities doe conferre, 
The Country doth ſend in provifion, 
Ycng'men bring hodies, old men leadthem forch, 
Ladies doe coyne their lewells into pay, 
— _ now is fram'd into a ſword, 
And drawing horſes are to mathage tavghr, 
France nothing dothybut vvat, and —— 
Nero, All this fierce talk's but De dot h re bell, 
And I will hang bim. | 


Meſſ» Foure dayes, but by the benefit of tea, 


* 


Tigel. How long came you forth after theformer mefl etger; 


And 
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And went her, am arrived with him. 2 
Neeoph. How ſtrong was Nia dur ar your comming foorth ?' 
Meſſ. He was eſtecm'd a hundred thonfarid. 
Tigel. Men enough. 
Nis ph. And ſouldiers few enough. 
Tumultuary troupes, undiſciplin'd, 
Vntrain d in ſervice, to vvaſt victuals good, 
But when they come to looke on warres blacke wounds, 
And but atarre off ſee the face of death. \ 
Nero. It falles out for my empty coffers well, 
The ſpoyle ef ſuch a large and goodly Province, 
Enricht with trade, and long enjoyed peace. 
Tigel. What order will your Maieſty have taken 
For levy ing forces to ſuppreſſe this ſtirre? 
Nero. What order ſhould we take? weele laugh and drinke, 
Think thou it fir my pleaſures be diſturb d 
V Vhenany French man lift to breake his necke ? 
They have not heard of Piſoes fortune yer, 
Let that tate fight with them, 
Nimph. V Vhatorder needs? your Majeſtic ſhall finde 
This French heate quickly of it felfe grovy cold. 
Nero. Come avvay. : 
Nothing (hail come that this nights ſport ſhall ſtay. 
Exie Nero, 
Maret Neephilus, Epaphroditns, 
Neeb. I wonder what makes him ſo confident 
In this revolt now gtovvne untos warre. 
And enſignes in the fiele, hen in the other, 
B. ing but a plot of a conſpiracy, 
He ſhew'd h imſelie ſo wretchedly diſmaid ? 
Epaph. Faith, the right rature of 2 cov vatd to ſet light 
Dangers that jet me farre ff. Piſe was here, 
Ready to enter at the preſcnce doore, 
And dragge him cut of his aduſed chaire, 
And then he trembled: Nd is in France, 
And many vvoods, ar d ſeus, and hilles berweene. . 
Neoph, Tvvas ſtrange that Piſo vvas fo ſoone ſuppreſt, 
H 3 dtr ange 
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Fpaph. Strange, ſtrange indeed, for had he but come up, 

And taken the Court in that affright and ſtirre, 

While unreſolv d for whom or whit to doe, 

Each on the other had in jealouſie 

( While as apaled Maieſtie not yet 

Had time to ſet the countenance) he would 

Have hazarded the Royall ſeate. 

Neoph. Nay, had it without hazard; al the Court 

Had for him bin, and thoſe diſclos'd their love, 

_ favour 1 2 novv to hide 

And colour their meanings ready were 

To ſhew their —— againſt ic moſt. 

Epaph. But for a ſtranger with a naked province, 

Without allies,or friends ith'Rate to challenge 

A Prince upheld with thirty Legions 

Rooted in foure diſcents of Anceſtors, 

And fourcteene yeeres continuance of raigne, 

W hy it ts — 

Enter Nero, Nimphidinu, Tigelinu to them, (ex, Nero, Nimph, 
Nero. Galba and Spaine,what Spaineand Galla too! 
Epaph. I pray thec Tigeliuu, what furie's this ? 

What ſtrange event, vvhat accident hath thus 

Orecaſt your countenances? 

T igel. Downe we were ſet at table and began 

With ſparkling bowles tochaſe our feares away, 

And mirth and pleaſure looke out of our eyes; 

W hen loe a breathlefle meſſenger comes in 

And tells how Uindex,and the powers of France 

Have Sergius Galbachoſcn Emperour, 

With hat applauſe the Legions him receive, 

That Spaine's revolted; Portiogalc hath joyn'd ; 

As much ſuſpected is of Germany ; 

But Nero, not abiding out the end, 

Orethrevv the tables, daſht — the ground 

The cuppe which hee ſo much you knovyv eſteemꝰ d; 

Teareth his haire, and with incenſed 

Curſeth falſe men, and gods the lookers on. 
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Nerph. His rage we ſavv vvas wild and deſperate, 


Epaph. O you unſearched wiſedomes, which doe laugh, 


At our ſecurity, and feares alike ? 
And plaine to ſne our weakeneſſe, and your power 
Makeus contemne the harmes, which ſureſt ſtrike 
When you our glories, and our pride undoe, 
Our overthrow you make ridiculous too. 
Enter Nimphidins ſolus. 
Slow making counſels,and the ſliding yeere 
Have brought mee to the long foreſcene deſtruction 
Ofthis miſled young man; bis State is ſhaken, 
And I will puſh it on; revolted France; 
Nor the conjured Provinces of Spaine, 
Nor his owne guilt, ſhall like to me oppreſſe him; 
I to his eaſie yeelding feares proclaime 
New German mutinies, and all the vyorld 
Rovvſing it ſelfe in hate of Neroes name; 
I his diſtracted counſels doe diſperſe 
With freſh deſpaires, I animate the Senate 
And the people, to ingage them paſt recall 
In prejudice of Ne, and in briefe, 
Periſh he muſt, the fates and I reſolye it; 
Which to effect, I preſently will goe, 
Proclaime a Donarine in Galbaes name. 
Enter Antonin to him. 
Amen. Vonders Nimphidins our commander, now, 
I with reſpect muſt ſpeake, and ſmooth my brovy ; 
Captaine all haile. 
Nimph. Antonius well met, 
Your place of Tribuus in this Anarchy. 
Anton. This Anarchy my Lord, is Nero dead? 
Nimph, This Anarchy, this yet unſtiled time, 
While Galba is unſeaſed of the Empite 
V V hich Nero hath forſooke. * 
Amon, Hath Nero then reſigu d the Empire? 
Nimph, In effect he hath, for he's fled to Egype. 
Anton, My Lord you tell ſtrange newes to me. 
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Nimph, But nothing ſtrange to mee, 
Who every —— of his deſpaires, 
The Curriers came ſo fat with freſhalarmes 
Ot new revoks,that hee unable qui 1 
To beare his feares, which he had long conceal d, 
Is nom revolted from himſelfe and fled. _ | 

- £Lzto. Thruſt with reports and rumours from his ſ:ate. 
My Lord you know the Campe depends on you 
As you determine. 1 -, 4 * 

Nim ph. There it lyes Antonin, 

W hat ſhould we doe, it bootes not to relic 
On Neroes ſtinking fortuges,and to fit 
Securely looking on, were to receive 
An Emperour tom Spaine ; which how diſgracefull 
It were to us, who if wee weigh our ſelves 
Tl moſt mater iall acceſſions are 
Of all the Romane Empire, which diſgrace 
To cover we muſt joyne ourſclres bætimes, 
And thereby ſeeme to have created, Fam; 
Therefore Ile ſtraightiproclaimea Dovarine, 
Of thirty thoufand ſiſterces a man. 

Ante. Ithinke ſo great a gitt was nevet heard of, 
Gaba they ſay is frugally inclin d, | 14 
Will he avow ſo great a gift as this? | 

Niwph. How ore he like of it, he uſt avoy it, 
If by our promiſe he be once ingaged ; 

And fince the ſouldiers cate belongsto mee, 

{ will have care of them, and of their good. 

Let them thanke me, it I through this occaſion, 
Procure for them ſo great a donative. 

Ante. So you be, chankt, it skills aot who preyaile, 
Galba,or Nero, traitor tog ham both; | 
You give it out that Neroes led to Fgypt, 

Who with the frights of your reporti amaz d, 
By our device, dot lurke for better newes. 
W hilcſt you inevitably doe betray him, 
Works he all this for Ga then? uot ſo, 


Exit Nimph, 


I have 
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I have long ſcene his climbing to the Empire 
By ſecret practiſes of gracious women; 
And other inſtruments of the late Court, 
That was his love to her that me refus d; : 
And now by this hee would give the Souldicrsfauor, 
New is the time to quit Popped ſcorne, 
And his rivallity ; Le ſtraightrgveale ; 
His trecherics,to Galbars aguies here. Exit 
Enter Ti gellnas with the Guard. = 

Tel. You ſee what iflae things doe fort untc; 
Yet may we hope not onely impanitie, 
But wich our tellowes part oth'guile proclaim'd. 

Nero meet: them. 
Nero. Mhtiher goe you, ſtay my friends. 

'Tis Cæſær calles you, ſtay my loving friends. 

Tigel. We were his ſlaves, his footſtooles, and muſt crouch ; 

But now, with ſuch obſervanceto his feete, 
It is his miſery that calles us friends. 
Nero, And moves you notthe miſery of a Prince? 
O ſtay my friends ſtay, hearkento the yoyce 
Which once ye _ v4 
Tigel. Hearke to the peoples cryes, 
Hearke to the ſtreets, that Galla, Galba ring. 

Nero. The people may forſake me without blame, 

I did them wrong to make you rich, and great, 
I rooke their houſes to beſtow on you: 
Treaſon in them hath name of liberty, 

Your fault hath no excuſe, youare my fault, 
And the excuſe of others treacherie, - 

Ti gel. Shall we with ſtaying ſeeme his tyrannies 
'Tuphold,as if we were in lone with them? 
We are excus d unleſſe we ſtay too long, 

As forced Miniſters, anda part of wrong. * 
Nero. O now I ſee the vizard from my face 
So lovely, and fo fearefull is fallin cf 
That vizard,ſhadow, nothing Nene) 
(Which like a child acquainted with his feares, 
I | 


en. prater Nero. 
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But now men tremble at, and new contemne) 
Nero forſaken is of all the world, 
The world of truth; O fall ſoone vengeance downe : 
Equall anto their falſhoods and my wrongs ; 
Might I accept the Chariot of the Sunne, 
And like another Phaeton conſume 
In flames of all the world; a pile of Death 
Worthy the ſtate and greatneſſe I have loſt. 
Or were I now but Lord of my owne fires, 
W herein falſe Reme yet once againe might ſmoake, 
Andperiſh,all unpitied of her Gods, 
That all things in their laſt deſtruction might 
Performe a funerall honour to their Lord. Fe 
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O Zovediflolve with Cæſer, C aſars world; | N. 
Or you whom Nero rat her ſhould invoke V 
Blackc ¶ haos, and you fearctull ſhapes beneath, * 
That with a long, and not vaine envie have Vi 
Sought to deſtroy this worke of th'other Gods; 0 
Now let your darkenes ceaſe the ſpoiles of day, M 
And the worlds firſt contention end your ſtrife. . M 
Enter two Romans to him, At 
T. Rom. Though others bound with greater benefits Tl 
Have left your changed fortunes and doe runne I. 
» W hicher new hopes doe call them, yet come we At 
| Nero, O welconie, come you to adverſitie, ; M 
» Welcome true friends, why. there is faith on earth. At 
Of thouſand ſervants,friends,and followers ; | Tl 
Vet two are left: your countenanceme thinkes n 8 |: N 
Gixes comfort, and new hopes. | 1085 | 
2. Rem. Doe not deceive your thoughts, e * 
| My Lord we bring nocomſort, would ue could; | Ti 
| But the laſt duty to perfotme, and beſſ i „ 
| We exer ſhall,a free death: o perſwade, ; | V. 
| Te cut off he pes of {erect eruekyge iy cle ee Le 1 
| And ſcorne, more cruell to a worthy ſule. 5 ©! i 


r. Rem, The Senate havg deerecd you're, yuniſſia r Yew W 
After the faſhion of our anceſtors; moe Ko i . 
VW hich 


The Tragedie of Nero, 


Which is ; your necke being locked in a forke 

You muſt be naked whipt,and ſcourg'd to death. 
Nero. The Senate thus decreed ? they that fo oft 

My vertues flattered have, and gifts of mine, 

My government prefer'dto ancient times, 

And challenge Nama to compare with me; 

Have they ſo horrible an end ſought out? 

No, here I beare, which ſhall prevent ſuch ſhame, 

This hand ſhall yet from that deliver me, 

And faithfull be alone unto his Lord. 

Alaſſe how ſharpe, and terrible is death; 

O muſt I die, muſt now my lenſes cloſe, 

For ever die, and nere returne againe, 

Never more ſee the Sunne, nor Heaven, nor Earth? 

V Vhither goe [? what ſhall I be anone; 

W hat horrid journey wandreſt thou my ſoule, 

Vader the Earth, in darke, dampe duskie vaults ? 

Or ſhall I now to nothing be reſolv d? 

My feares become my hopes, O would I might. 

Me thinkes I ſee the boyling Phle geton, 

And the dull poole, feared of them we feare, 

The dread and r of the Gods themſelves, 

The furies arm Mich linkes, with whippes,with ſnakes, 

And my owne furies farre more mad then they; 

My mother, and thoſe troupes of ſlaughtred friends, 


Aud now the ludge is brought unto the throne, * 


That will not leane unto authoritie, 
Nor favour the oppreſſions of the great. 
1. Rom, Theſe are the idle terrours of the night, 
Which wiſe men (though they teach, doe not beleeve) 
To curbe bur pleaſures faine, and aide the weake. 
2. Rom. Deaths wrongtull defamation, which would make 
Vs ſhunne this happy hauen of our reſt, 
This end of evils; as ome fearefull harme. 
I. Rem. Shadowes and ſond imaginations, 
Which now you ſee on earth; but children feare. 


What 


2. Rom. Why ſhould our faults feare puniſhment from them, 
16 
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The Trageditof Nero. 
What dcethe act ions of this life concerne 
The tother world, with which 1s no commerce? 

t.Row, Would Heaven and Starres, neceſſitie compell 
Vs to doe that, which after it would puniſh? 
2. Rom, Let us not after our lives end beleeve 

More then you felt before it. 

Nero. If any words have made me confident, 
And boldly doe, for hearing others ſpeake 
Boldly this night; But will you by example 
Teach me the truth of your opinion, 
And make me ſee that you beleeue your ſelues, 
Will yon by dying, teach me to beate death 
With courage ? 

1. Rom. No neceſſitie of death 
Hangs ore our heads, no dangers threatens us, 
Nor Senates ſharpe decree,nor Gallass armes. 

2. Rom. Is this the thankes then thou doſt pay our loue ? 
Die baſely as ſuch a life deſeru'd ; 
Reſerve thy ſelfe to puniſhment, and ſcorne 
Of Rams, and of thy laughing enemies. Exeune. 

Maut Nero, 

Nero. They hate me, cauſe I would but li e, w hat vvas c 

You loy'd kind friends, and came to ſee my death; 

Let me endure all torture, and reproach 
That Earth, or G«/bees anger can inflict: 
Lat hell, and Rod umanth are more pitileſſe. 
T he firſt Roman to him. 
Row. Though not deſeru d, yet once againe I come 

To warne thee to take pitt ie on thy ſelfe ; 

The troapes by the Senat ſent, diſcend the hill 

And come. 

Nero, To take me, and to whip me unto death: 

O whither ſhall I flies 

Rom. Thou haſt no choice, 
Nero. O hither muſtI flye, hard is his happe, 

Who from death onely mult by death eſcape, 

Wacre are they yet? O may Inota little 
B:thinke my ſelfe? 


— — — 


The Tragtdie of Nero. 


Rom. They are at hand: hearke, thou maiſt heare the noiſe. 
Nero. O Rome farewell, farevvell you Theaters, 

Where I fo oft, with popular applauſe 

In ſong and action; O they come Idie. He falt on by ſword, 
Rows. So baſe an end all juſt commiſeration 

Doth take away,yet what we doe novy ſpurne, 

The morning Sunne ſaw fearefull to the world. 


. 
. - 


Enter ſome of Galbaes friends «Antonin: and others, 
With I imphiding bound. 


Gal. You both ſhall die together, Traitors both, 
He te the common wealth, and thou to him, 
And worſe, to a good Prince, what, is he dead? 
Hath feare encourag d him, aad made him thus, 
Prevent our puniſhment ; then die with him . 
Fall thy aſpiring at thy Maſters feet. He KA Ninuphi, 
Amen. Who thou gh he juſtly periſht, yet by thee 
Deſeru'd it not, nor ended there thy treaſon; 
But even thought o th Empire, thou conceiv'(t 
Galbaes diſgrace in receiving that 
Which the ſonne of N:mphidia could hope. 
Row, Thus great bad men above them finde a rod: 
People depart, and ſay there is a Cod. 
Extunt. 
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